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ADVERTISEMENT. 
THE Author is ſomewhat embarraſſed 
how to account for his venturing to 
ſubmit theſe very trivial performances to 
the inſpection of the Public.—He cannot 
plead in his excuſe, that he is * obliged 
either by hunger or by requeſt of Friends, nor 
has he ſufficient confidence in his own 


abilities to think he is entitled to ſtep for- 


ward without ſome kind of apology.— 
Theſe little Poems are the effuſions of mo- 
mentary impreſſions, haſtily written on the 
very ſpots where thoſe impreſſions were re- 
ceived, without any intention of future pub- 
lication, and have undergone no correction, 
but ſuch as ſerved to beguile the ſolitary 
hours of a poſt-chaiſe or an inn.—Yet ſome . 
of them having been before privately 
printed, and copies of others circulated in 
„„ ſuch 


Rhymes ere he wakes, and prints before Term ends, 
Obliged by hunger, and requeſt of friends. 
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ſuch manner as to have found their way with- 
out the Author's conſent, and in a ſtill leſs 
improved ſtate than they are at preſent, into 
Magazines and Newſpapers ; he has been 
induced, on his return to England, to col- 
le& and bind them up together, in the 
order in which they were firſt written, by 
the hope that ſome few readers may find a 
flight amuſement in peruſing them, ſome- 
thing like that he himſelf had in their 
compoſition. : 
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ODE TO VARIETY, 


WRITTEN AT BATH, 


Goddeſs clad in rainbow veſt EE, 
Whoſe ſhifting hues with every ray 
New charms diſplay ! q 
O Goddeſs ! to my raptur'd-breaſt 
Some portion of thy power impart, 
As through thy tangled paths I range 
And taſte the dear delights of change, 
In numbers wildly free, 
And uncontroul'd like thee, 
To hail thine influence o'er this votive heart. 


. Thy 
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1 
Thy ardent love on every breaſt 
The great Creator's ſelf impreſs'd; 


Or why is Nature full of thee! 
Why all this grand aſſemblage made 


Of hill and vale, clear ſtreams, and azure ſkies, 


Tall foreſt's towering ſhade, | 
And precipices wild, and wide-extended ſea ! 
Of BEING why the wondrous chain, 


Where countleſs forms in ſlow progreſſion riſe 


From vegetation's humble train 


Toman's high port erect, and awe-commanding eyes! 


While every flower that drinks the dew, 


And every bird that wings the ſky, 


Each beaſt that roams the covert through, 


And each of Ocean's ſcaly fry, 
By ſage Philoſophy's enquiry known, 


| Has powers and properties peculiarly its own! 


Let the microſcopic eye 
Mark the numerous hoſts that lie 
On the peach's downy breaſt 
While in blooming beauty dreſt, 
And with ſtrong amazement view 
In each a different ſhape and hue. 


—_——_— . 2 


Or 
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Or when the LI B TAN waſtes impetuous riſe 
4 In angry eddies by the whirlwind toſt, 
Till underneath whole Caravans are loſt, 


And all the plain in ſilent horror lies; 


Two grains of ſand are not alike in form, 
Thoꝰ ſuch vaſt multitudes compoſe the whelming 
ſtorm, 


Thee Phoebus owns throughout his glad career, 
And brings new pleaſures with the changeful 
year : 
Spring's opening charms and early flowers, 
Summer's bright rays and tepid airs, 
Blithe Autumn's corn-clad fields and ruſſet bowers, 
And now the earth thy ſnowy mantle wears 
O Winter! now we ſeck thy ſports and ſocial cheer. 


Full oft at. Wiſdom's awful call 
With Contemplation let me rove 
To hermit cell, or gothic hall, 
By haunted ſtream, or twilight grove; 
And oft emerging to the ſcenes reſort 
Where blue-eyed Pleaſure holds her crouded court. 
B 2 Thy 
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Thy votary ſtill, O ſweet Variety! 
' Selfiſh delights, and manuers rude 
Are not the boaſt of Solitude, 
But that her mental ſtore, 
Her chaſtening hand, and ſalutary lore 
Prepare us for Society. 


Without thee what are Life's beſt joys ? 
For conſtant repeti tion cloys, 
Grief for a while but ſhares the breaſt 
To heighten Joy's extatic zeſt, 
And wiſely 1 in this chequer'd ſcene | 
Has Heav'n diſpers'd gay ſmiles and ſtreaming 
On 

Or Life a taſtleſs round had been, 

Nor Love itſelf could charm unmix'd with hopes 


and fears. 


Muſick and heav'n- born Poeſy 

Their powers to pleaſe derive from thee, 
And lovely Painting her creative fire, 

By thee the magic wand of Taſte 

* Commands an Eden in the waſte ; 


For every Art is faint till thou inſpire. 
= But 


* A happy rural ſeat of various view. ; 
| PARADISE Los r, Book IV. 
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But chief my wandering ſearch would ſcan 
LP hy empire o'er the mind of man, 
And there thy wildeſt labyrinths explore, 
The hidden ſprings of action trace, 
Each ſecret bias, latent grace, 
And the nice ſhades of Character's exhauſtleſs ſtore, 
| For this the Gal Li plains I ſeek, 
Or wild HRLVETIA's mountains bleak, 
Or ancient Tizzs's claſſic ſhore; 
When down the ſloping vale I ſtray, 
Or up the ſteepy mountain climb, 


Thy ſmiles beguile the weary way, 
And ſmooth the rapid wing of time; 
While Nature's varying ſcenes mine eyes ſurvey, 
Or manners changing with the changing clime. 


But Winter now forbids to brave 
The howling wind, and foamy wave, 
Then till the young- ey d Spring 
Her milder breezes bring, 
Here let me wait in Bata's ſmiling ſcene; 

Where, ſcatter'd in confuſion gay, 
Hills, rocks, and woods, their charms diff play, 
And Avon winding rolls his dimply wave between. 


O Goddeſs 


(4-3 
O Goddeſs ever new ! 
Whom ſtill my vagrant ſteps purſue ; 
Tho” unconfined and free, 
In the wide Earth's extenſive round 
No ſpot ſo highly bleſt is found, 
No ſingle ſpot that boaſts ſo much of thee. 
Here Beauty her enchanting lures diſplays, 
And draws admiring multitudes to gaze; 
Here Elegance does all her arts employ, 
Points ev'ry charm and heightens ev'ry joy ; 
Nor wants there ſome who ne'er were led aſtray 
By erring Diſſipation's meteor ray, | 
Whoſe filent ſearch explores Creation's laws, 
And traces through his works the great firſt cauſe; 
While the warm ſprings their genial power ſupply, 
Paint the wan cheek and light the languid eye; 
Reason and HEALTR unite their welcome reign, 


And Tasrz and Pl EAsuRE join the bliſsful train! 


SONNET 


"= 


1 
SONNET To im P#### 
ON LEAVING B A T H. 


ATA farewell! — farewell enchanting ſcene, 
Wild hills, and mineral wave, and ſtructures 
Say; 
And verdant vales where Avon loves to ſtray, 
Health's bleſt abode, bright court of Pleaſure's | 


Queen, 


With thee in all her pride is Beauty ſeen, 
And Elegance does all her charms diſplay; 
Nor theſe alone inſpire my parting lay, 

But that Philoſophy's mild ray ſerene 


On thee has dawn'd,—and * HERScHEL's far- 
ſpread fame, | | 

Whoſe heay'n-taught skill bo W new 
worlds to view, 

Reflects ſtill brighter honors on thy name; 
Er kindling with the generous flame, 
Buy Genius bleſt his guiding ſteps purſue, _ 
To praiſe the Arts I cannot reach my humbler aim. 
0 FE: 


* Dr. Herſchel reſided at Bath when 1 diſcovered the 


Georgium Sidus. 
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ODE To THE GENIUS LOCT. 


Written in a Cottage juſt by the Bleeding Rock, near 
Tunbridge Wells, on being detained there by bad 
Weather, without any Refreſhment. | 


W HAT tho” by adverſe ſtorms confin'd, 
Here, ſhelter'd from the inclement wind, 
All idly anxious thoughts I chace; 
As other Bards have ſhewn the way 
Let me in tributary lay 
Invoke the Genius of the place. 


For ſtill in old and modern ſong 
We find ſome ſecret Power belong 
Too all romantic ſcenes like _ 
Whoſe care gt 1s to guard the rock, 
Its glooms preſerve, its ſprings unlock, 
And kindly watch o'er human bliſs. 


O thou! 


| CH 
O thou ! who ſtill art hovering nigh 
(Off ſeen by the poetic eye : 
Although to vulgar view unknown) 
To rear the wild flower's drooping head 


Bruis'd by the Peaſant's heedleſs tread, 
Or ſhape the rude fantaſtic ſtone. 


Say, what can mean the ſanguine drop 
That from yon rock's tremendous top 
Deſcends like ſome portentous ſign ? 
O let this Source of dire affright 
Become a fountain of delight, 
O hear—and turn the Blood to Wine ! 


Then while beneath thy ſolemn ſhade 
I quaff to her, the peerleſs maid, 

Whom all my hopes, my fears obey ; 
Tho” the dark tempeſt gather round, 
Vet mirth and joy ſhall here abound, 
And all within be bright and gay! 


. 


Occaſioned by catching a wounded Leveret on the 
Suss Ex Downs. | 


% 


LAS! poor wanderer, whither would'ſt thou 
fly ? 
In vain ſo ſwiftly move thy little feet, 
The pack quick-ſcenting, or the huntſman's eye 
To-morrow's dawn would find thy laſt retreat. 


For all around thee dwell a hoſtile train, 
Athirſt for blood, impatient to deſtroy ; 
E'en tender breaſts unpitying view thy pain, 
And o'er thy fate exult with cruel joy. 


Not ſuch is he who now thy flight purſues, 
In rural ſports he boaſts no barbarous skill; 
But courts the penſive Pleaſures and the Muſe, 
Nor harmleſs blood was ever known to ſpill. 


To 


3 


To heal thy wounds ſhall be my anxious care, 
Within my garden thou ſhalt ſafely ſtray, 
And for thy food each day will ! prepare 

I) he freſheſt clover, and the ſweeteſt hay. 


Ah me! in this uncertain changeful ſtate 

Who is ſecure from Life's impending woe ? 
Eben I thy friend in ſome dark hour of fate 

May want the ſuccour which I now beſtow. 


To foreign dimes by refileſs 62 led, 

The prowling wolves may mark me for their 
pan. | 

Or, the keen ſabre brandiſh'd o'er my head, 

Some fierce Bax ir ri more ſevere than they. 


Then may kind Heav'n the wiſh'd relief afford, 

And then thy debt ſome 3 ee ſtranger 
pay, 

That to my native fields with joy reſtor'd, 

In calm content my life may paſs away. 


Ca 1 


DDE re E OIL us. 


44 Audiat hæc Atber et fi Deus ullus in illo eff. 
Ov1n. 


Thou! to whom great Jove aſſign'd 
The empire of each ſtubborn wind | 
And bade them own thy ſway ; 
*Tis thou who giv'it them leave to rage, 
Thy voice their fury can aſſwage, - 
And check their headlong way. 


* When Juno Heav'n's imperial dame 
A ſuppliant at thy feet became, 
Thou didſt admit her pray'r; 
For her the ſurges laſh'd the ſhore, 
For her thou badſt the tempeſt roar 
Wide through the troubled air. 


* In allufion to the firſt Book of the ZEneid, where Eolus 
is repreſented raiſing ſtorms at the requeſt of Juno to perſecute 


the Trojans. 
But 


- 


„ 


But now a Nymph whoſe matchleſs mien 


Surpaſſes that of Jove's proud Queen 
18 venturing on the deep; 
O then each adverſe wind reſtrain, 
Let favouring zephyrs skim the main, 
And huſh the ſtorms to ſleep! 


Love at the helm ſhall take his ſtand, 

And guide the bark with skilful n 
Along the watry way, 

The Ceſtus which adorn'd her cit 

By Venus on the topmaſt plac'd 
Shall like a pendant play ! 


Their green locks dropping briny dew, 
The Nereids riſing to the view 
shall each gay artemploy, 
And Ocean, conſcious of his freight, 
Proud to ſubſide beneath her weight 
Soft murmuring tell his joy ! 


SONNE T. 
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8 ONNETro Mons. DE Mrtaua 


Written at his VILLA on the Banks of 1 SEINE. 


RIEND of my youth, with whom full many a 
| day, | | 
Ere yet by Life's too anxious cares oppreſt, 
OnSe1xe's green banks] ſooth'd my vacant breaſt, 
Or in calm ſtudy wore whole nights away. 


How does this meeting paſt regrets o'erpay ! 
How Joys my Soul that once again I'm bleſt 
To rove theſe fairy ſcenes thy welcome gueſt, 

And tune beneath thy ſhade my artleſs lay ! 


While thy known worth matur'd by years I view 
My heart with pride confirms its early choice ; 
O let us, to our former friendſhip war,” 
Reſume each wonted task with ardor new, 
And as in manhood's prime we now rejoice, 
Where ScI1ENCE leads with ſtronger powers purſue. 


Written 


6 


Written at ERMRENONVILLE near PARis, 
where IE AN Jaques RovssEAv is buried, 
on going thither from the PRINCE DE 
CoNDE's magnificent Seat at CHANTILLY. 


ROM proud ChaxrILIy turns my ſated eye, 
Enough I've ſeen of Art's triumphant reign; 
With joy O Nature ! unto thee I fly, 
And thy exhaultleſs ſtores behold again. 


And now to thoſe ſequeſter'd ſcenes I haſte, 
Lone heaths, brown hills; blue lakes, and 
ſhadowy dells, 
Where in wild grandeur mid the ſandy ally 
With thee thy * Gi ARDIN enraptur'd dwells. 


Scornful of all that wealth and power beſtow, 
There let me fit beneath the poplar gloom, 
Indulge the finer ſenſe of ſacred woe, 
And honor Cox Es Palace leſs than Rovsstav's 
Tomb ! 
THE 


* The Marquis de Girardin owner of Ermenonville. 


Tux DEATH or AMYNTOR, 
AN ELEGIAC BALLAD, 


Occaſioned by the unhappy fate of Mr. Le C-—, of 


GENEVA, who was killed by a fall from a Precipice 


in SAVOY, the Author having been one of the Party 
that was with him at CHAMOuNI. | 


„ 


YEASE, ceaſe, ye Bards! wild tales to weave 
Of exquiſite diſtreſs, | 
That teach the tender ſoul to grieve 
With horror's dire excels. 


For oft o'er your fifitious lay 
Soft Pity's ſorrows flow, 

Till none th' exhauſted fount can pay 
To ſcenes of real woe. 


'Too 
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Too true a ah my artleſs ſtrain 


Sad Memory bids relate; 3 
And Leman's Nymphs, a mournful train, 
Still weep AMyNToR's fate. 


F or Science, and for Freedom fam'd, 
Geneva gave him birth ; 

Of manners pure, and life unblam d, 
A youth of paſſing worth. 


Diſtinguiſh'd midſt a hardy race, 
To deeds of danger prone; 
The * chamois' giddy path to trace, 

Or ſwim the rapid Raone. 

Till one fad day his peaceful home 
Ill-fated he forſook, 

And, mid the dreary AL ps to roam, 
His way wide-wand'ring took. 


- 


DD Great 


* The Chamois is an animal peculiar to the Alps, and 
ſcarce ever found but among very dangerous precipices 
Swimming the Rhone! is extremely hazardous on account of 

its rocky bed and great impetuoſity. | 


( 18 ) 


* Great ſource of mighty rivers, there 
The ſnows their urns ſupply ; 


Primeval mountains there appear, 


That prop th! incumbent sky. 


+ From their proud tops, which clouds enfold, 


Untrod by human feet, 
Down to the vale the 1 ice is roll'd, 
And braves the Dog-ſtar's heat. 


Gliſtening between the gloomy pines 
That clothe the mountain's ſide, 
The wintry maſs united ſhines 


With Ceres' golden pride. 
| And. 


* The ſources of the Rhine, the Rhone, the Teſſino, the 
Reuſs, and the Aar, are all within a few miles of each other, 
in the neighbourhood of Mont St. Gothard, and that of the 


Inn, one of the moſt conſiderable ſupplies of the Danube, is 


not far diſtant——The Po comes from another part of the 


Alps The torrents of inferior note are innumerable. 


+ The Glaciers deſcend from the tops of the higheſt Alps 


to the bottom of the vallies, and preſerve the hardneſs of a 


rock in the midſt of Auguſt Mr. Cox, in his tour through 
Switzerland, ſays it is literally true that he could in ſome 


places put one hand on the ice, and the other on the ripe 


harveſt. 


(3 
And now was ſeen a ſprightlier throng 
In Ca amovuni's ſweet vale, 
Than yet e'er rov'd her ſhades among, 

Or met the mountain gale. 


* High MoxTanverrT's ſteep ſides around 
With joy their boſoms beat; 

Some like the frisking chamois bound, 
Some drag their weary feet. 


But what can earth-born joys avail ? 
For ſoon, too ſoon they fly, 
More tranſient than the ſun-beam pale 

Darts thro' a murky Sky ! 


I Twas where the granite ſpires ariſe, 
A wild tremendous ſcene! 
Far, far below the vale of ice 
Winds the drear cliffs between. 
EE D 2 Fach 

* Montanvert being the eaſieſt of acceſs of all the moun- 
tains that ſurround the vale of Chamouni, is the firſt object 
of the curious traveller. 

+ The higheſt points of the mountain called the Needles 
the valley of Ice winds a length of ſeveral leagues among the 
moſt hideous precipices, and is between two and three thou - 
and feet higher than the plain of Chamouni, 


(- 0 } 


Each awful charm by Nature ſhewn 
Impatient to behold, | 
Long had Amyntor ſtray'd alone 
Too curious and too bold. | 


+ Dark was the night—the tempeſt grew, 
| The thunder ſhook the ground 8 
The pale guides, mid the light'nings blue, 
Sought the wild rocks around. 


With unclos'd eyes in ſad diſmay 
His friends the tidings wait; 
— Too ſoon, at morn's unwelcome ray, 
They knew his dreadful fate. 


Where on a vaſt ſtupendous height 
Their eyries eagles raiſe, 

And eye the radiant ſource of light 
Amid his nearer blaze. 


From 


7 Theſe circumſtances are all exactly true, and this little 
Poem is nothing more than a plain narrative of what happen- 
ed—at would have been eaſy to have embelliſhed it by fiction, 
but the author preferred not to depart from the awful fimpli- 
city of the fact. 


(* 


From thence the youth with headlong force, 
(O direful tale of woe !) 
Fell, like a meteor's rapid courſe, 


Upon the rock below. 


By mountain peaſants roughly borne, 
Laid on a ſimple bier, 
Their frigid boſoms learn'd to mourn, 


Their eyes to drop the tear. 


But how ſhall the ſad Muſe impart 
Ihe deeper pangs that rend 
+ The Mother's and the Siſter's heart, 
For Brother, Son, and Friend ! 
| 
The vacant ſtare, the ſtruggling ſighs, 
That ſpeak the Matron's grief; 
The floods that flow from Beauty's eyes, 
| Yet cannot bring relief! 
Dread ſcene !—for this may vernal ſhow'r, 
Or eve's ſlow-falling dew, 
No more with genial quick'ning pow'r 
| Your lofty greens renew. 


But 


F His mother and ſiſter were of the party ky | 


1 
But deſolation ſpread around 
From where yon cliffs impend, 
To where the wild flow'rs paint the ground, 
And grazing herds aſcend. 


No ſoothing ſound of joy be heard, 
No gay form lin ger there, 

Foul ſprites and each ill-omen'd bird 
Wail in the deſart air. 


And oft as Trav'llers ſhuddering view 
A ſcene ſo dire array'd, 

Oh! let them ſpeak, to pity true, 
Peace to that gentle ſhade ! 


D 


G ** 
ODE ro Taz LAKE or GENEVA, 


Written at the CHATEAU DE CHIlLoON, near 
VEVAV, after a tour to the GLacitrs of CHA- 
MOUNI and through the lower VALais, 


ROM Alpine heights where clad in ſnow 
MoxT BLanc uprears his monarch brow, 
Where chamois on the ridgy rock 
The hunter's daring efforts mock, 
* To graſp each bare dry crag who ſtrains, 
And opes in fell deſpair his veins. 


From where in indolence ſupine 
The ſluggiſh VaLaisans recline, 
Where, 


* Tt is a fact mentioned by many travellers, and verified 
by the Author's own enquiries, that the Chamois hunters in 
the hot ſeaſon when the ſliding duſt makes the points of the 


rocks unſafe to hold by, are ſometimes obliged, after all other 


moiſture fails, to wound themſelves and moiſten them with 
their blood. | 


— — 


- — . — 
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024 
Where, as I trod the marſhy plain, 
I pitving ſaw the liſtleſs ſwain, 
Bent by the || Goitre's tumid load, 
Scarce lift his hand to point the road. 


To thee return'd, enchanting Lake ! 
With thy pure wave my thirſt I flake, 
*Thy wave whoſe chryſtal pride diſdains 


The furious Raone's polluting ſtains, 


And all his turbid ſtream refines 
Till like thyſelf ſerene it ſhines. 


Too 


|| There are more of theſe fleſhy excreſcencies in the 
Valais than in any other part of Switzerland, and the indo- 


lence of the people is aftoniſhing. 


* The Rhone is extremely muddy when it enters the Lake, 


and preſerves its foul courſe diſtinct from the deep azure of 


the latter for ſome diſtance till in its progreſs all the ſlime is 


depoſited, it comes out at Geneva perfectly clear, and con- 
tinues ſo till it is again made foulby the Arve. It ſinks into 
the earth about twenty-ſeven miles from Geneva, and has a 


ſubterraneous paſſage of about fifty yards, like "Milton's 


through the ſhaggy hill 


Paſs'd underneath ingulf'd.— | 


6 


Too ſoon, as men, reform'd in vain, 
Meet vice and grow corrupt again, 


Poul as before he rolls allied 


With fallow AR vk's contagious tide; 
Mourns he forſook thy chaſter bed, 
And hides in earth his conſcious head. 


On ſcenes of dread I gaze no more, 
Nor hear the tumbling Glaciers roar, 
Thy mild expanſe of ſapphire hue 
Shall now far more delight my view, 
Thy gentle tide's ſoft murmurs cheer 
With ſoothing melody my ear. 


Fair Queen of Lakes! neglected long, 
 Unhonor'd in Auſonian Song, 
* Yet not the wave that Dran loves 
O'erhung by NEM 's nodding groves, F 
Nor bright BLANDus IA rais'd ſo high 
In Flaccus' ſtrain with thee can vye. 


E And 


* Stagnum nemorale Dianz. Ovip. Met. lib. 1 4. 


+ O Fons Blanduſiz ſplendidior vitro. Od. 13. lib. 3. 
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And while I caſt my eyes around 


They yet ſhall ſtray o'er claſſic ground, 


For here Rovsseav's expreſſive power 


Commands the viſionary hour; 
The well-mark'd ſcenes his tale renew, 
And Fancy fondly thinks it true. 


My glowing thought attempts to trace 
Each charm that dwelt on Jurra's face, 
Views the frail damſel's alter'd wil! 
The matron's chaſte devoirs fulfill; 
**Twas here, with frantic forrow wild, 


She leap'd to ſave her ſinking child. 


+ If CnaBLairs' cliffs attract my eye 
The ſuffering Peaſants claim a ſigh, 
Who leave untill'd the fertile ſoil 


Envying their happier neighbour's toil, 


So wondrous ſtrong the marks appear 
Of Slavery there, and Freedom here. 


O Free- 


* It was at the Chateau de Chillon that Julia threw her- 


ſelf into the water, which occaſioned her laſt illneſs. See 


Rouſſeau's Eloiſa. | £ 


+ The Dutchy of Chablais which belongs to the King of 
Sardinia. 


— 
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6 
O Freedom ! at thine honor'd name. 
I kindle with congenial flame, 
For not to ALB1oNn's ſcenes alone 


Her ſons can wiſh thy bleſſings known, 


More rapturous far were their delight 


Could all partake the common right ! 


— 


(28 ) 


VERSES ro Mas. PIOZZI 


PLACED UNDER A PRINT OF Dz. JOHNSON, 
IN HER DINING ROOM AT MILAN. 


| Hey Earth retired, and all its empty cares, 
In brighter ſcenes my raptur'd ſpirit ſhares 

The rich rewards that here attend the bleſt, 

Their holy tranſports, and their ſainted reſt. | 


For this ſo long, in yon dim ſpot confin'd, 

I gave the nobleſt efforts of my mind, 
Religion's, Truth's, and Virtue's cauſe ſuſtain'd: | 
(For ne'er my page licentious vice profan'd) 

And in theſe bleſt abodes my thoughts embrace 
With fond affection ſtill the human race; | 
Still in my breaſt it's wonted ardors glow, 

And many a wiſh I frame for thoſe below ; 

But chief for thee, fair F riendſhip's ſacred flame 
Unquench'd by Death for ever burns the ſame. 
While, to the Britiſh Muſes loſt fo long, 
Far off you liſten to Italian Song, 2 
DPDtrooping 
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Drooping their abſent Patroneſs they mourn, 

And fear ſuggeſts you never will return; 

But not I truſt with ſuch ſupreme delight 

You hear ſome Hero, panting for the fight, 

Trill out his noble rage and fierce diſdain 

In the ſoft quavers of an Eunuch's ſtrain, 

For, each juſt claim allow'd to nice Virtt, 
Vet ſtill methinks ſome ſmall regrets are due 

To martyr'd Senſe, mid crouds exulting round, 

In ſolemn pomp a ſacrifice to Sound! 

Nor can the manners, falſely call'd refin'd, 

Obtain the ſanction of your chaſter mind; 

A Britiſh female, nurs'd in Virtue's lore, 

And early taught her maxims to adore, | 

Beholds with horror Hymen's hallow'd tye 

By Intereſt form'd, and broke by Gallantry |! 

If then a onee lov'd friend may dare adviſe, 

Short be thy ſtay beneath thoſe ſouthern ſkies. 

Lo Britain courts thee lin thy native Iſle 

The Virtues flouriſh, and the Graces ſmile. 

If ſcenes theatric can thy mind engage, 

There SHAKSPEARE'S mighty ſpirit fills the ſtage; 

A S1Dpos there the captive boſom thrills, 

And melts to pity, or with horror chills: 


Or 


* 
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1 
Or there, if ſocial pleaſures more invite, 
Free converſe offers unreſtrain'd delight; 
Unknown each tyrant prejudice that binds 
In other Countries ſubjugated minds, 
The ſpirit wide diffuſed of equal laws 
Exalts the humble, and the haughty awes, 
Thro ev'ry rank the liberal flame is ſpread, 
And conſcious Independence lifts the head, 
While honor'd Merit ſees her crouded court | 
Of Commoners and Lords the mix'd reſort. 


Vet, ere you from Italian plains depart, 


Go view the monuments of ancient Art, 
What'er adorns famed Ar xo's flow'ry fide, 

Or T1BzR's waves reflect with claſſic pride; 
Andall you ſee, to judge what's good or fair, 
With the pure models in your breaſt compare ! 
*Nor let th' alluring joys of Taſte refin'd 


That taſk e er baniſh from thy ſtedfaſt mind, 


That mournful taſk I once bequeath'd to thee, 
Which now th' impatient World expects to ſee : 
With 


MIS. Piozzi was then employed in preparing for the 
preſs ** Anecdotes of the laſt twenty years of the life of Dr. 


Johnſon,” 


1 

With open zeal the generous care avow, 
Once my kind friend, be my hiſtorian now. 

If aught can add to the ſeraphic bliſs 

When worth in that world meets reward in this, 
'Tis to behold fair Friendſhip's ſelf beſtow, 
The precious meed of ſacred Fame below; 
The cenſer when her faithful hand ſupplies, 


It wafts more grateful incenſe to the ſkies ! 


JOHNSON. 


FPIGRAM 


f ̃ 
ON THE CELEBRATED | 


STATUE os Sr. BARTHOLEMEW, 
IN THE 


CATHEDRAL oF MILAN. 


This Saint having been flay'd alive, has given the Artiſt a 
fine opportunity of ſhewing his {kill in Anatomy, the 
muſcles are repreſented with great accuracy, and the ſkin 


is thrown looſely acroſs the ſhoulder like a faſh. 


N As once a pious Connoiſſeur 
In Milan's church, with look demure, 
Call'd a plain Engliſhman to view 
The ſkin of St. Bartholemew ; 
Cries ſneering John while he beholds 
It's ſaſh-like grace and curious folds, 
©© Howe'er your Saints may be the winners, 
<« Let me wear mine like other ſinners,” 


6 
TRE MAN or TASTE, 
AN EPIGR AM. 


HILE che coarſe picture charms his eyes 

In Taſte's proud tranſport Cymon cries, 
How well Cox RRC Oro there is known 

The Ciceronè pulls the ſtring, | 


| Bids the daub'd canvas upward ſpring ; 


The true CoxxEOG 10 then is ſhown, 


F On 


* In the Church of St. Sepulchre at Faun there is a very 


ine Picture of Correggio, generally viſited by Travellers, and 


the affected Connoiſſeur is often diſcover'd by his admiration 


of another which is only a cover to it. 


CEP” 


ON DESCENDING THE RIVER PO. 


S down the rapid PO I chanc'd to glide, 
| And view'd it's fertile banks on either fide, 
To both of which did formerly belong 
A mighty Maſter in the art of ſong : 
*That, who in times long paſt, with daring aim, 
For great EN RAS ſwell'd the trump of Fame; 
And this, of later date, whoſe various page 
Blends numerous ſubjects with OxLanDo's rage. 
Eager to imitate each Bard ſublime, 
soy did I wiſh to build ſome lofty rhime, 
That, thus enſhrin'd, my name with theirs might 
laft| 3 5 
Thro' diſtant years, till Time's long reign be paſt ! 
When ſudden, from between the parted tide, | 
+ A pallid Spectre roſe, and thundering cried, 
1 | «© Raſh 


* Virgil born near Mantua on one fide of the Po, and 


Alrioſto at Ferrara on the other.. 


7 Phaeton. 


( i 1 


* Raſh youth ! who darit ſuch haughty Tm 


avow, 


ce I who was leſs preſumptuous far than thou, 

© Who only aſk'd to guide a ſingle day 

«© My Father's ſteeds along th' etherial way, 

« Hurl'd from on high here met a wat'ry tomb, 

on Beware, nor tempt a ſtill more dreadful doom ! 
He ſfaid—and ſunk beneath the circling wave ; 

Trembling I heard the ſtern advice he gave, 

Þ el: my own littleneſs, and want of ſtrength, 

And thought no more to aim at works of length, 


E 


SONNET 
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ESO N NET 
WRITTEN AT VENICE. 


T TILED each fair form, and huſh'd each tuneful 
ſound, 5 

As home I glide from the Caſſino gay; 
In the dark gondola cloſe curtain'd round, © 


Alone and cheerleſs o'er the watr'y way, 


*Methinks, an exile from the golden day, 
Stern Death has placed me on the Stygian 
bound, 
(So buſy Fancy does the ſcene pourtray,) 
Pale ghoſts appear, and ſhrieks of woe re- 


ſound |! 
Mean- 


Nothing can be more gloomy than returning home at 
night in one of theſe fingular vehicles, which being covered 
with black cloth very much reſemble a hearſe, and the daſh- 
ing of the oars reminds one of Charon and the Styx ; but 
being wonderfully calculated fqr intrigue, they are generally 
confider'd as the favorite ſcene of Venetian tranſports. | 


Fa Po 

* 
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E 
Meanwhile my abſent Fair I vainly crave; 
- Farother thoughts her preſence would inſpire, 
For love's bright Queen (ſo ſung the Grecian 
Choir) FF 
Who roſe exulting from the azure wave, 
Here bids her native Element conſpire | 
To aid the purpoſes of ſoft deſire ! | 
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TO 


„ 


TO THE 
MARQUIS IPPOLITO PINDEMON TE; 
NOBL * VE NET IAN, 


On his Poem on the defence of Gibraltar, entitled 


* GIBILTERRA SALVATA,” 


A /TOST Bards with partial choice have told 
| The martial deeds of Heroes bold, 
Refolv'd the laureate crowns they give 
Should ne'er on foreign temples live. 
When Homzx pours his magic ſtrain, | 
Great father of the Epic vein, 

With patriot zeal his lays increaſe 

The triumphs of his native GREECE. 
The MaxTuan Muss delights to tell 
What various turns of fate befell 
The Man from ILITOx's doom who bore 
His Lares to the LarIAx ſhore, 
Till nobler fame than Greeks o'ercome 


Crowns 


nora n a" 


(- 39 ) 
Crowns the oreat Anceſtor of RoME. 
'Thus CAMOENS too in later time 
For Gama fram'd the lofty rhime, 


The wreaths he ſung by LusrANs won, 
Who eaſtward ſought the riſing Sun. 


And the ſame track the GaLLICG Musk 
But with unequal ſtep purſues, 


While gay VoLrAIRE's more feeble aim 
For Henky blows the trump of Fame. 


But P1NDEMONT | thy liberal mind 
Scorns to one ſpot to be confin'd, 
Like Jove himſelf thy equal eye 
Can Virtue's every haunt deſcry, 


To every ſhore thy ſail's unfurl'd 


Poet and Patriot of the World! 


Tho ſtill exiſts the ſpirit bold 


That warm'd her warrior ſons of old, 


Yet now the Muſes ceale to ſmile 
On ALB1on's once illumin'd iſle. 
The fire that glow'd in Mir rox 's page 


Is quench'd in this benighted age, 


And ELL1oTrT's ſelf muſt owe to thee 


His well-carn'd Immortality; 


Thus 


. IO — A. te 
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Thus ſhines the verſe that gives him fame 
At once our glory and our ſname ! 


Long as it's theme that verſe ſhall laſt, | 


Not Carl pE's mountain fix d more faſt ; 


While Learning, ſolid as the rock, 
The critic's vain attempts ſhall mock, 
Like idle waves that chafe below ; 

On this firm baſe his lofty brow, 


Illum'd by Phoebus” brighter rays, . 
Genius ſublimely bold diſplays, > 4 
Securely triumphs and enjoys the blaze! J . 
; \ 
SONNET 
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* TO THE COUNTESS OF ROSENBERG. 


Rogennero ! in whoſe delightful page 
Each charm of Fancy, and each grace of 


ſtyle _ 


With fix'd attention the rapt mind engage, 
And the flow leaden-footed hours beguile. 


Still on thy pen may foſtering Muſes ſmile, 
And tears ſhall flow through many a diſ- 
tant age . 
O' er Foscarint's fate, who fell 'erewhile, 
Sad victim to a jealous Senate's rage. 


6 - Oh 


- * The Authoreſs of a little elegant book lately publiſhed, 
entitled“ Sentimental Eſſays written on the Banks of the 
Bx ENT A,“ ſhe was then meditating a Novel on a very inter- 
eſting occurrence in the VENETIan HIS ro Vt is the ſtory 
of the unfortunate Fos CARINI, who was condemned and ſtrang- 

led by a ſentence of the SENATE, in the year 1602, on a ſuſpi- 
cion of his being concerned in a Conſpiracy againſt the Re- 


public, 


VV 
Oh! paint with happieſt ſkill his tortured mind, 
Where different paſſions i in fierce conflict 
ſtrove, 
Till yanquiſh'd Honor all her claims reſign'd 
And Death proclaim d the Victory of Love. - 
The wond” rous Tale ſhall SPARTA: s boaſts out- 
ſhine, | 
For ne'er, bleſt Shade ! was Secrecy like thine ! 


- On 


public, which was ſet on foot by the Spaniſh Ambaſ- 
ſador, | 


The foundation of his accuſation was his having been ob- 

- ſerved to go into the Ambaſſador's houſe, which is contrary | 
to the Law, all intercourſe between the Venetian Nobility 
and foreign Miniſters having been forbidden, ever fince the 
conſpiracy of the Marquis of Bedamar, and he to the laſt 
refuſed te confeſs the true motive of his going there, which, 
as it appeared afterwards, was to ſee the Ambaſſador's wife— 

ſo that he ſacrificed not only his FRY but his — to * 


ſerve her reputation. 
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ON SEEING THE CEREMONY 
OF THE 
 _DOGE's MARRIAGE 
WITH THE | 
AD RK 14A P 
7 OW ſmiles the morn, and o'er the level deep 
The gilded BucenTavur ſublimely rides, 


The dazzling oars with meafur'd motion ſweep 
The briny road, reflected in it's tides. 


High on the ſtern, in ermin'd pomp array'd; 
The ſolemn Doc E with regal port appears; 
*Tuſtice and Peace unite their ſacred ſhade, 
2 lordly head the winged Lion rears, 
6» _ 8 


-—- 


* The figures of Juſtice and Peace and the winged Lion of. 
St. Mark the pretecting Saint of the Venetians, are cary'd 


on the Bucentaur, which is a magnificent but unwieldy 


veſſel. | | 8 | 
A 
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In awful rows the Senators divide, 
In warlike ſtate attendant gallies ſwim, 


f The firm peotas ſhew their coſtly pride, 


The lighter gondolas like ſwallows ſkim, 


Beyond the friendly { LI Do's ſheltering power 
Boldly they dare the Apg1aTic waves; 

Expecting Sea-Gods wait the well-known hour, 
And peeping Nereids leave their coral caves, 


Then at the ſignal ſtops the ſculptur'd prow, 
Thus ſpeaks the Docs, and all attention 


Pay, 


ge Take ſubject Ocean my accuſtom'd vow, 


& And this the mark of my eternal ſway.” 


Scarce 


+ Peotas are large boats belonging to the foreign Mini- 
ſters and ſome of the Nobility, and are N _ much 


decorated for the occalion. 


+ The Lido is the fartheſt of the Iſlands, and the great 
protection of Venice from the ſea, 


$ The page's addreſs to the Sea is 44 Deſponſamus te, 


mare, in ſignum perpetui dominii.“ 
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Scarce ſinks the ring when ſtronger breezes riſe, 
And curl the boſom of the ruffled main; 


From the dread ſcene th' affrighted Bridegroom 


flies, 
'The cumbrous veſſel ſeeks the port again. 


Ocean ! thou emblem of th' inconſtant Fair, 
Who canſt' ſo ſoon deride thy Lord's be- 
heſt, a | 


For this the Greek with philoſophic care 


Drew Veuus riſing from thy treacherous 
breaſt. 


Thus oft the artful dame with placid mien 


Her eaſy lover's truſting heart beguiles, 


Till Hymen ſhews, when torn the veil between, 


That ſtorms and tempeſts lurk beneath her 
ſmiles, 


| EPISTLE 
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EPISTLE FROM FLORENCE, 


= | TO THE MAR NDS 
IPPOLITO PINDEMONTE, 


o MF A. 


HERE ſtately VENICE views with conſcious 
: pride | 
| Palladian ſtructures in her trembling tide, 
And bids with annually repeated vows 
The folemn Doge his green-hair'd bride eſpouſe, 
As in old time the nuptial pomp was ſeen 
Of Peleus and his filver-ſlipper'd Queen ; 
| There ſince the ſavage Turk o'erturn'd her fane 
* In the fair iſle that own'd her bliſsful reign, 
The Cyprian Goddeſs all her power diſplays, 
And bids new votaries kneel, new altars blaze: 
| There for a while her winning influence ſtole 
In gentle languors on my captive ſoul ; 


To 


* Cyprus once belonging to the Venetians. 
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To pleaſure's ev'ry haunt at eaſe convey'd 


In the ſoft gondola ſupinely laid, 
No other cares could then my thoughts employ 


But indolent to glide from joy to joy ; 
In ſprightly converſe ſpeed the hours away 


I At the throng'd Fair, or the Caſſino gay, 


Oe'r the wide Theatre's half circle range, 
Tranſported with the fond purſuit of change, 


While in each box new charms mine eyes engage, 


Nor let them ever wander to the ſtage ! 
Prolong at Beauty's ſide, ſupremely bleſt, 


The blithe repaſt, till Phoebus warn'd to reſt ; 


Lead thro' the mazy dance her nimble feet; 
Or preſs her wanton in the lone retreat ! 


Meanwhile, enfeebled by theſe ſoft delights, | 
No more each ſerious taſk my ſoul invites, 
| Great 


+ A Fair, though no place of faſhionable reſort in Eng- | 
land, is at Venice frequented by the beſt Company : both 
their public and private aſſemblies are held in apartments 


call'd Caffinos: moſt part of a ſtranger's time at the Opera is 
taken up in paying viſits to the Ladies of his acquaintance in 
their reſpective boxes, and the ſupper parties which are then 


made, ſeldom break up till after Sun- riſe Such is the diſſipa · 
tion of this lively people! 


r 


— 
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Great Nature's ſelf was blotted from my thought, 
With all the wond'rous works the Arts have 
wrought ; 


Forgot each charm the rural proſpect yields, 


+ © The pomp of groves, and garniture of fields ;” 
Forgot each darling object that from home 

Led my free ſteps through foreign lands to roam, 
The late-found coin's time- conſecrated ruſt, 

The glowing canvas, and the breathing buſt, 

Of Architects renown'd each chaſte defign, 


Th' Italian Muſe's rich poetic mine! 


So the Greek youth who trod the flowery plain, | 
Where Evcnarits adorn'd CaLveso's train, 
Long time renounc'd for her ſeducing ſmile 

His wandering father, and his native iſle : 

Ah! how unlike to thee, whom ſtill ſecure 

In Pleaſure's lap fair Science can allure, 


Nor more thy own * ULyssts could diſdain, 


The cup CIRCEAN, or the Sy RER's ſtrain ! 
| But 
+ Beattie's Minſtrel. 

| Telemachus. 


In ade to a Tragedy witten by the Marquis on the 
ſubject of the laſt Book of Homer's Odyſſey. 
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But ſudden when I left th' enchanted ifles, 

And ſaw around the ſpring's returning ſmiles, 

(Unmark'd before the ſeaſon's gradual courſe) 

My wonted taſtes return'd with double force; 

Like one long toſt on the tempeſtuous main, 

Who joys to view his parent earth again, 

The green leaf ſhivering in the balmy gale, 

The flowers that ſcent the dew-beſprinkled vale, 

The vines in rich feſtoons ſo gaily hung, 

The tender blade which ſeem'd that moment 
ſprung, 

Rais'd in my ſoul ſuch tranſport and ſurprize, . 

*I thought ELys1UmM opening.to my eyes 


| While theſe emotions Memory loves to trace, 
She gives VERONA a diftinguiſh'd place, 
Where ſoft CaTuLLus join'd his LxsBTAꝰs tear 
Shed mournful o'er her plumy favorite's bier. 
Where till the vaſt Ax ENA towers ſublime, 
Stupendous work that mocks the rage of Time! 

5 H 5 Where 


* At Venice there are neither fields nor gardens ſo that 


the progreſs of the Seaſons is quite imperceptible. 


+ Lugete O Veneres, Cupidines -· que, &c. 


R) 
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Exult—a VERZ A, a Mosconr's thine ! TY 


1 


Where foaming Abick with rapid force 
Thro' antique arches rolls his ſounding courſe; 


Where, Fancy, Science, Taſte, with thee reſide, 


With thee whoſe friendſhip is my Joy and pride ! 
* And ſtill ſhe adds the gen'rous ALBRRT's Name, 
Meek Nature's lover with enthuſiaſt flame; = 
Led up the hills by his attentive care, 

To view her ſcenes, and breath the morning air, 
While he unlock'd his learning's copious ſtore, 
Whate'er we ſaw, his converſe charm'd me more. 
Tluftrious City! may thy modern fame 

Rival the glories of thine ancient name, 

For ſtill thy ſons the favoring Muſe inſpires, 
And thy fair daughters ſhare her genial fires; 


Round female brows when living laurels twine, } 
| Broader they ſpread and more reſplendent ſhine ;Þ 


Now, ſever d from thoſe ſeats of ſocial Joy, 


The Arts alone my muſing hours employ, 
For 


* The author could not avoid paying this ſmall tribute of 


| eſteem to perſons, whoſe kindneſs and agreeable converſation 


he muſt ever remember with gratitude and delight. 


E 


For now no more the blue · eyed Pleaſures rove 
Ak No's green banks, or BosorLt thy grove ! 
Oer the chang'd ſcene his baleful pinions ſpread, 
While the fierce AusTRIAN Eagle rears the head, 
Like timorous doves his ravening beak they fly, 
To ſport and flutter in a kinder sky ! 


Conſoled by ſtudy here I find repoſe, 
Each quiet day in even tenor flows, 
And the famed Gallery to my curious fight 
Preſents exhauſtleſs ſubjects of delight; 
Chief to the lov'd * Tainuxa's ſacred ſeat 


Full oft my rapturous viſits J repeat. 
| Hence 


. — 


*The name of that room belonging to the Gallery in which 
the moſt valued pieces of painting and ſculpture are pre- 
ſerved - What 1s generally call'd Titian's Venus is here con- 
ſidered only as a beautiful woman, as ſhe has none of the 
uſual attendants of the Goddeſs.— The Samian maid is the 
Sybil, and Raphael's faint the St. John—The ſtatue of the 
liſtener 18 commonly known by the name of the Arrotino, and 
is ſuppoſed to repreſent the ſlave who firſt diſcovered Cati- 
line's Conſpiracy—lIt ſeems almoſt unneceſſary to add, that 


the Venus is the famous Venus of Medicis, 


. 
1 
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Thus undiſturb'd whene'er I look around, 


1 


Hence ye profane, whom luſt of wealth or power 


Forbid to know one taſteful feeling hour, 
Hence boiſterous Mirth of manners coarſe and 


rude, 
Hence gloomy Care, nor here your ſteps intrude ! 


Some matchleſs work on ev'ry ſide is found. 
On the ſoft bed ſee Titian's Fair recline; 

Her naked charms that with full luſtre ſhine; 
Her wanton eyes that * dart contagious fire, 


Prompt the looſe wiſh, and lawleſs loves inſpire, 
In tender Guido's ſofter ſtyle expreſt, 
With heav'n-fix'd eye, and arms that croſs her 
breaſt ; 
The meek Madona's looks devon and pure 
To chaſter, holier, bliſs my hopes allure. 
+ Rapt into future times, the Samian Maid, 
By bold Guercino's powerful hand diſplay'd, 
Tranſported the prophetic flame receives; 
How vain if winds diſperſe the fateful leaves 
A 


Eve, whoſe eye darted contagious fire. 


* 


PARADISE Losr. . 9. 


Rapt into tuture times the Bard begun. 


© ho he » 


PorE's MessIAH. 
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A ſtronger inſpiration ſhines confeſt 
In Raphael's ſaint, and fills his laboring breaſt; 
In bloom of youth while he ſequeſter d dwells 
Mid deſart wilds, rude rocks and gloomy dells, 
| His wide- extended arm, and ardent eye 
Proclaim his hallow'd miſſion from on high! 
Much more of Picture's toil adorns the walls, 
But Sculpture too my admiration calls. 
How each fierce wreſtler ſtrains his ſinewy frame, 
Exulting that, and this depreſs'd with ſhaine ! 
What fix d attention in his face appears 
Who unobſerv'd the conſpiration hears, 
And while dark- plotting Treaſon ſpreads around, 
His work ſuſpends to drink the fearful found ! 
As if from TzmPt's vale by magic drawn, 
How full of mirth and glee the dancing Fa aun ; 
Such forms poetic eyes alone have ſeen 
Skim” the green lawn, or glance thick ſhades be- 
tween! | 

What wond'rous grace and harmony divine 
In young AroLLo's fair proprotions ſhine ! 
Nor theſe can long detain my eager ſight 
While Vexvs' ſtill more perfect charms invite; 
Great maſter· piece of art above all praiſe, 
Grown to the ſpot I there could ever gaze, 

| : | Pygmalion 


— — — — — — 
as 


(38 I 
Pygmalion-like, enamor'd, of a ſtone, 
Heave the vain ſigh, and pour the fruitleſs moan ! 


And frequent by the taper's glimmering light 
Sweet Poeſy beguiles the fleeting night; 
Whether his page 1 turn whoſe ſong hath told 
* Of pious arms led on by Godfroy bold; 
+ Or his of beauteous dames, and burniſh'd 

knights, | 5 | 

Fierce wars, and courteous deeds, and love's de- 
lights: Tz 
+ With Dax rE pierce the ſecrets of the dead, 


That bathe me ſhuddering with the damps of dread; 


Or loſt in ſofter grief o'er Lavra's bier, 

With PETRARCH drop the ſadly-pleaſing tear; 

Or in thy verſe brave ELL1oTT's glory view, 

And the proud ſtory of his fame purſue, 
$7 Which 


Canto l' arme pietoſe, et il Capitano. Tasso. 


+ Le donne, i cavalier, I arme, gli amori, 


Le corteſie. | ARIOS TOO. 


? | che de lo ſpavento 


La mente di ſudore anchor mi bagna, Inferno Canto 3. | 
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Which loftier honors from a ſtranger gains 
Than from his native Muſe's warbled ſtrains; 
The Britiſh tube thus foreign ſages rear 
To trace the wonders of the ſtarry Sphere, 
And while each Conſtellation's brighter ſhewn, 


Prefer our ſtronger glaſſes to their own. 


At Padua and other Italian obſervatories they uſe Eng- 
_ liſh Teleſcopes, 


ODE 


| 
| 
| 
| 


e TW 


EEXNUS OF ME DIe is. 


AEN of each tender thought and ſoft de- 
Oo fire, TY 
Whoſe matchleſs beauties here in marble ſhine, 
Who didſt the wond'ring Greek's proud art in- 
ſpire | ” 
To form this ſemblance of thy charms divine 


Fountain of bliſs ! by whoſe extatic aid 
In Jove's ſoft hour his conſort rul'd the skies, 
Thy charmful zone her rapturous form array d 
And ſeal'd with languid pauſe the Thunderer's 


eyes. 


* Iliad. Book 14. 


Mother 
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Mother of life! by whqſe awakening powres 


All Being ſprings from Chaos and from night, 


* With ſmiles the deep, the earth is clad with 


flowers, | 
And the ſky brightens with diffuſive light, 


To this thy beſt-loved image, Goddeſs fair ! 
Let me not bring my votive gifts in vain ; 

No milk-white doves, no bleating lambs are there, 
With guiltleſs blood thy purer ſhrine to ſtain. 


But dearer trophies, which to thee I owe, 


Soft notes that ſpeak the mighty force of love, 


Treſſes the fond believing Fair beſtow, 


In meaning n and myſtic cyphers wove. 


Now all around obey thy ol addening voice, 


And rove in pairs to woo the young deſires ; 
In Hymen's bands my Britiſh friends rejoice, | 
The glowing natives burn with looſer fires.. 


I EE . 2 hap- 


0 | tibi ſuavis dædala tellus 
Summittit flores, tibi rident æquora ponti, 
Placatumque nitet diffuſo lumine cœlum. 

5 Luvekzrius. Lib, 2. 
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J, hapleſs torn from all my ſoul held dear, 
Am now. no more with love's ſoft tranſports 
bleſt, | 
No fond delights my lingering moments cheer, 
A death-like calm uſurps my vacant breaſt, 


O Goddefs fair! by all that could ſubdue 
War's furious God to ſeek thoſe gentle charms; 
By all the tides of joy that erſt you knew, | 
When young Apis languiſh'd in your arms. 


O once again the genial flame impart, 
I court the bliſs, nor dread the pleaſing woe; 
Chaſe then this cold indifference from my heart, 
Bid ſome kind Fair with equal paſſion glow! 


Then too my breaſt ſhall feel poetic fire, 
And Britiſh Muſes haunt the Tuſcan Plain; 
As oft they come when Mzzxy ſtrikes the lyre, 
And rapturd Axxo liſtens to his ſtrain ! 


SONG. 


= 


ARD fate! 2 by foreign eyes, 
I now can pour my amorous ſtrain, 
But to the tender pitying ſkies, . 
But to the lonely liſtening plain. 


How oft in Britain's diſtant iſle 
I ſing a falſe ideal flame, 
Till many a nymph my lays beguile 
Who thinks herſelf my fondeſt aim! 


But now while real paſſion burns, 
7 I tune my voice, my lyre I ſtring, 
A deafen'd earmy charmer turns, 
Alas! ſhe knows not what I ſing: 


Her modeſt grace, her gentle ſoul, 
Her fair complexion's lily hue, 
All theſe ſhe from Britannia ſtole, 
Why ſtole ſhe not the language too! | 
| 29 -; Or 


( 6 ) 
Or why, * to o breathe a ſofter lay, 


Why is ¶ not hers beſtow'd by Love, 


Shot in her eye's commanding ray 
Like inſpiration from above ! 


— 
- 


BOP oe 


1 Wjuile numerous coxcombs troop around, 
Trite thoughts in hacknied phraſe they tell 


Like daws in borrow'd plumage found ; 
She wonders they can talk fo well. 


— — OP d 
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M efforts, when in tendereſt ſtrain 
I would my raptur'd foul expreſs, 
Th' imperfect accents render vain, 

For what is thought deprived of dreſs ? 


Come then, for Love muſt not deſpair, 
Sweet incenſe of perſuaſive ſighs, 
Meck homage of attentive care, 
And ſilent eloquence of eyes! 


* Queſta e lingua di cui fi vanta amore, 
Mir rom s Italian Canzone. 


ODE 


(6) 


ODE TO SLES 


WRITTEN AT MIDNIGHT. 


/ 


tc Dum me jucundis delapſum Sopor impulit alis, 
« Illa fuit lacrymis ultima cura meis, | 


PROPERT: 


Nc ebon ſhades obſcure my room, { 
And no kind rays the ſcene illume, | ; 
Save through the pane in languid ſtreams ; 
The wan moon ſheds her yellow beams, 
With chequer'd radiance decks the ground, 
And gently gilds the gloom around. 
AAt this lone hour when Midnight reigns 
With Silence o'er the twilight plains, 
+ And weary ſlumbers ſeem to ſpread 
On the tall mountain's rugged head, 
| 1 5 While 


I Et ſimulant feſſos curvata cacumina ſomnos. 


"STAT SYLv. lib. 4. 
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(6) 
While drowſy birds forget to ſing, 


No echoes in the foreſt ring, 


No zephyr through the valley blows, 


But all is huſh'd in deep repoſe, 

Shall J alone ſad vigils keep, 

Why doſt thou fly me gentle Sleep ? 

Lo! where, with weight of ſorrows preſt, 
Pale Grief reclines and ſinks to reſt, 

Een pining Care forgets his woes, 


And Pain to thee a reſpite owes. 


Love only thou forſak'ſt O Sleep, 


Love only wakes—and wakes to weep! - 
Once thou wert wont unſought to ſhed 
Thy peaceful poppies o'er my head, 

But ſince Mix AN DA 's angel charms 
Have fill'd my ſoul with ſoft alarms, 
Sadly I waſte the night in ſighs, 

And no kind flumbers cloſe mine eyes. 
* 01 whether at the bourn of hell 
Cloſe to that dusky elm thou dwell, 


Ea ; in faucibus Orci 


In medio ramos annoſaque brachia pandit 


Ulmus opaca, ingens; quam ſedem ſomnia vulgo - 


Vana tenere ferunt; N ſub omnibus haerent. 
ExEI . lib. 6. 


Where 


(63 ) "oY 
Where ſwarm the dreams of future fate; -- 7 | 
Which, thy myſterious bidding wait; 
+ Or if in dark Cimmerian ſhade 8 
With the mute Reſt thy limbs are laid, | 
Where ne'er Hyperion comes to daunt | 
With glittering ſhafts thy ſecret haunt ; 
+ Or if, remote from buſy men, 
In lone Arabia's ſilent glen, 
| Scoop'd in the rock thy cave is found, 
Which mantling 1vy creeps around ; 
dS Or in earth's cavern'd bowels ſteep 


Beneath the world of waters deep, 
. With 


+ Eft prope Cimmerios longo ſpelunca receſſu, 
Mons cavus, ignavi domus et penetralia Somni ; | 
Quo nunquam radus oriens, mediuſve, cadenſve, _ | 
Phoebus adire poteſt. a 

8 VVV S #4 
Muta quies habitat. | 
| | Ovip Mer. lib. 11. 


$ Giace in Arabia una valletta amena, 


Lontana da cittadi e da villaggi, 


Sotto la nera ſelva una capace 
E ſpazioſa grotta entra nel ſaſſo; 
Di cui la fronte l'edera ſeguace 
Tutta aggirando va con ſtorto paſſo: | : 
In queſto albergo il grave Sonno giace. 


AkIOos ro ORLANDO Fur, Canto 14. 


( 64 ) 
With ſounds to lull thy languid eaſe, 
Like trickling ſtreams, or murmuring bees, 
Oh come ! diffuſe thine influence bland, 
Steal on my ſenſe with downy hand ; 


And Mozxenevs! on thy friendly wing 
Some fweetly-ſoothing viſion bring. 

I aſk not dreams of high renown, 

The Poet's wreath, or Monarch's crown, 
Or to deform the fancied plain 

With clouds of ſmoke, and hills of ſlain: 
Far, far, ſuch awful forms x remove 


From him who only W 
But bear me to ſome 2 ſcene, 
Empurpled mead, or alley green, 

Where o'er famed Ax xo's gentle tide 
The dark pines wave their umbrage wide, 
And bring Miz AN DA to my mind 


Ah! bring her fair—and bring her kind ! 


$ He making ſpeedy way through ſperſed ayre, 
And through the world of waters wide and deepe, 
To Morpheus? houſe doth haſtily repaire 
Amid the bowels of the earthe full ſteepe. 


* * * * * | 3 
And more to lull him in his ſlumber ſoft, 
A trickling ſtream from high rock tumbling down, 
And ever drizling raine upon the loft 
Mixt with a murmuring winde, much like the ſowne 
Of ſwarming bees, did caſt him in a ſwowne.. 
SPENSER's FAERY QUEENE, Canto 1 book 1. 
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STANZAS ON READING. 
PETRARCH's SONNETS 


ON THE DEATH OF LAURA. 


S Philomela's plaintive ſtrain 
Charms the dull ear of night, 
What time wide o'er che moonlight plain, 
Veil'd from the curious ſight, 
In thickeſt bower ſhe pours her lay, 


And mourns her offspring torn away; 
Warbling a more ſeducing ſong 
Than can to other birds belong, 
Who, ſtrangers to the thrilling force of woe, 
For joy alone command their ſprightlier notes to 
flow. | 
= So 
* Qualis populea mœrens Philomela ſub umbri 


Amiſſos queritur fœtus, quos durus arator 


- Obſatrana nido implumes detraxit; 


VI. GEORG. lib. as 


* 


( 66 ) 
So PETRARCH, when o'er LavRa's bier, 
Too early doom'd to die, 
He drops the never-ceaſing tear, 
And heaves the conſtant ſigh, 
Does far, far more our thoughts engage 
While fad we turn th' infectious page, 
Than Bards in whoſe more labor'd lines 
The glare of wit for ever ſhines, 
Who only boaſt, great ſummit of their art, 
To raiſe the tranſient ſmile, not fire the throbbing 
heart. 


And while, amid the TuscAx plains, 
My raptur'd thought purſues 
Thro' all her Poets' various ſtrains 
The treaſures of th' ITALIAN Muss, 

O PeTRARcH ! thy congenial lays 

Still moſt my meeting tranſports raiſe, 

For I like thee a ſlave to Love 

Too oft his reſtleſs torments prove; 

Could I like thee effuſe the melting theme, 

That Beauty's pitying eye might o'er * ſorrows 
ſtream ! 


But 


D. 


CF 

+ But ſince 'tis awful Heaven's beheſt 

To damp the Poet's boaſt, _ 

That they ſhall ſtill « paint ſorrow beſt” 
Who know to © feel it moſt,” _ 

May no ſuch ſad exceſs of woe 

Fer prompt my mournful ſtrain to flow, 

Ne'er may I ſee Miranda's breath 

Like LauRA's yield to ruthleſs Death ; 

Ere ſuch event my feeble ſong inſpire, 
| Stop'd be my vital flood, and quench'd the Muſe's 

1 | 8 


+ The well-ſung woes will ſooth my penſive ghoſt - 
He beſt can paint 'em who ſhall feel em moſt. 


PoPE's ELOISA To ABELARD, 


KS: | ON 


SOME FLOWERS. 
PAINTED BY A cated 


Ter Art and Nature long. has hain the 
ſtrife, 

'Tis rare the copy pleaſes as the 1 

But in Mix anpa's chaſte deligns we view 

The pictur'd flower more beauteous than the true, 

Her every touch can ſome new grace impart, 

And Nature bluſhing yields the palm to Art ! 

—Yet Nature hold! for her ſoft cheek diſcloſes 

Still fairer lilies, and ſtill brighter roſes ; 

Art ſees abaſh'd, nor more dif] putes the throne, 

For thoſe O Nature, thoſe are all thy own ! 


CO} - 


TO THE SAM E. 
With her PROFILE drawn by the Author. 


1— rude, imperſedt, Sketch when you receive, 
Mizxanpa fay, can you the youth forgive 

Who with unſkilful hand effay'd to trace 

Th' expreſſive features that compoſe thy face? 

What tho' thoſe features mock his feeble art, 

A truer image dwells upon his heart. 

—Oh! were I bleſt with that diviner ſkill 

To blend the mimic colours to my will, 

With tender Gu1po's graceful manner vie, 

Or with a TiT1an's warmth enchant the eye, 

Each chaſter tint with joy would I prepare 

To paint thee as thou art ſupremely fair. 

Then on thy cheek ſhould glow it's vermil dye, 

Mare beauteous than ITALI1A's evening ſky ; 

From thy bright eye ſhould ſtream that living ray, 

That keen effulgence which outſhines the day ; 


On 


SI 
On thy ſoft lips ſhould bluſh their coral hue, 
Like two twin roſe-buds moiſt with morning dew, 
Till, all thy charms upon the canvas ſhine, 
And fam'd ApERLLES' Venus yield to mine! 


07 


ABSENCE 


„ 
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CN Gentle gale ! could I thy flight arreſt, 
Thou ſoft companion of the midnight hour! 
I'd bid thee cheer with thy refreſhing power 
My abſent Fair, and die upon her breaſt. 


Sweet plaintive bird that now forſak'ſt thy neſt ! 
Mild Queen of night that now aloft doſt tower 
Her's be the ſong, and her's the moon: light 


bower, e 
No more alas! can I with theſe be bleſt. 


Ah once. loved objects which to joy invite Ic 
For me you ſhed your ſoothing charms in vain, | 
_ While that fair form no more enchants my ſight. | 


My lyre I tune, but mournful is the ſtrain : 
All that to other breaſts imparts delight 
Can only bring to me increaſe of pain! 


ODE 


' ON THE 


PLEASURES OF POETRY. 


E T the dull wretch, upon whoſe natal hour 
Nor Muſe nor Grace beſtow'd one genial 
| i ray, | | 
Blame all purſuits but thoſe of wealth and power 
And damn to ſcorn the Bard's ſublimeſt lay, 


| Yet are there joys to vulgar ſouls unknown, 
Unfelt by thoſe who view them with diſdain, 
Joys by the ſacred Mule reſerv'd alone 
For them the favorites of her bliſsful reign. 


Not that their brows with laurel wreaths are bound, 
And liſtening crouds their choral plaudits raiſe ; 
Not that proud Fame's wide-echoing trump ſhall 
PD ſound 
To ſpread from pole to pole their deathleſs 
praiſe. Wop 
But 


| „ 
But that of Heav'n belov'd, and Fancy bleſt, 
All Nature to their eye appears more bright; 


Her every charm with rapture fills their breaſt, 
And not a grace eludes their piercing ſight. 


Their eye's “ fine frenzy 2 her ample 
reign, 
Entranc'd they bend before each awful form ; 
The dark-brow'd foreſt, and the boundleſs main, 
The cloud-capt mountain, and the n 
ſtorm. 


For them more beauteous ſmiles the vernal ray, 
And brighter tints adorn the rural howers ; 
Tis theirs to rove through ſcenes for ever gay, 
And cull Imagination's faireſt flowers. 


Chants the lone throſtle at the cloſe of day, 

Or ſhines the dew-drop on the morning roſe, 
Or breathes the wood-bine on their noon-tide way, 
No common tranſ Port in their boſom glows. 


5 | Where'er 


M The Poet” s eye, in a PER frenzy rolling, 


Nn glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven. 


SHAKSPEARE'S MIDSUMMER NIGRHT's DREAM, 


(94) 
Where er they ſtray beneath propitious ſkies, 
Soft muſick trills, etherial forms appear; 
Viſions withheld but from poetic eyes, 
And ſounds that only greet the purged ear. + 


Shall then the rigid critic's wrinkled brow, 
Shall ſimpering Folly's vain cantemptuous 
| ſneer, OT | 
Bid us no more our ardent hopes avow, 
And damp the riſing glow with chilling fear? 


* Not ſo my friends—while theſe gay ſcenes ye rove, 
Where youthful MIL rox nurs'd his growing 
heave; | 
Where Gaav in Fancy's loom his raptures wove ; 
Purſue the track that leads to living Fame, 


I too, 


+ The heavenly tune which none can hear 
Of human mould with groſs unpurged ear. 


MiLToN's ARrCADES. 


* This poem appeared firſt in a little book privately prin- 
ted at Florence, entitled, &« The Florence Miſcellany,” and 
was addreſſed to the Friends concerned with the Author in 
that collection, oF | 
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1 too, allur'd by love of lofty rhime, 
Left the white cliff where Britain's ſurges 
_ roar; . i 
And much I hop'd from this inſpiring clime, 


ARNo's rich yale, and TIBER's claſſic ſhore, 


Haply, I ſaid, the Muſe may there be found, 
By me, vain thought! to Genius cloſe allied, 
For him with equal force ſhe breathes around 
+EARTHAM'S chill ſeat, and LavanT's ſcanty 
tide. 


+ Eartham in Suſſex, the ſeat of Mr. Hayley=the La» 
vant is a ſtream that flows under the walls of Chicheſter, and 
is ſo very infignificant, that its channel is ſometimes entirely 
dry; yet the maſterly compoſitions of Collins, who lived in 
that neighbourhood have made it vie with the moſt diſtin- 
guiſh'd rivers of antiquity. 


Tz SONG 
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Lo.. "WP from Mr RA's azure eyes 
To ſhed his moſt inviting ray, 

And bid th' alluring ſmiles ariſe, 
That o'er her ſoft cheek tremblin g play. 


To all attentive and polite, 
But never tender, never kind, 
Fair Hope with falſe illuſive light 
Too oft miſleads the cheated mind, 


For ſhe true paſſion n'er can know, 
But triumphs in her lover's pains ; 
Tho' trifling favors ſhe beſtow, 
Her native coldneſs ſtill remains. 


* ” in HELVETIA's wond'rous ſcene, 
Shepherds and village maidens bring, 
The chilling walls of ice between, 
Rich ſummer fruits, and wreaths of ſpring. 
| See 
; | 
* At Grindelwald in Switzerland, the Traveller may, in the 
month of September, penetrate many yards into a cavern in the 


Glacier, where young girls bring him flowers and ſtrawberries. 


* 
See Jul ra's modeſt-ſeeming grace, 
So © ſober, ſtedfaſt, and demure, 


Her down- caſt eye, and bluſhing face 
Beſpeak a ſoul devoutly pure. 


vet JuL1a, tho' in public coy Bil 
As Nymphs who watch'd the veſtal fire, 


| In ſecret gives a looſe to joy, 


And throbs with uncontroul'd defire. 


So ETNA's ſummit crown'd with ſnow 
Th' aſtoniſh'd ſailor views afar, 

While cavern'd fires abound below, 
And wage within unceaſing war. 


7 They who once lov'd muſt ſtill adore, 
And ſtill purſue the wanton dame; 
Till, like EMyzpocLes of yore, 
They periſh in the fatal flame! 


6283 
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On the Burying place called Campo SANTO, made 
lately about three miles from FLorxtnC E, on the 
road to BOLOGNA, 


Et tumulum facite, et tumulo ſuperaddite carmen. 
| Vizs. Bucs 


+ ay that bleſt Iſle by Heaven's high favor born, 
From the main land by ſtrong convulſions torn, 
To form for FREEDOM a belov'd retreat. 


* After the uſual rites being perform'd in the churches, the 
bodies remain in a houſe near the gate of the City till mid- 
night, when they are carried on mules in boxes made for that 


purpoſe to this place of interment, where they are depoſited 


| three in a grave, without coffins or any further ceremony. 
There is no diſtinction of perſons, nor are the nobility al- 
lowed private vaults, or even the privilege of being buried at 


their country houſes : their diſcontent may be conceived, but 


all remonſtrances are in vain; and whatever may be the pre- 
tence of its expediency to prevent diſtempers, many people 
will be apt to impute this tyrannical proceeding to the level- 
ling principles of the Auſtrian family—A number of beauti- 
ful Villas near the road are deſerted on account of the horror 
it occaſions. | 


+ This poetical uſe of the old Tradition of England hav- 
ing been once join'd to the Continent, which is confirmed by 
the correſpondence of the two coaſts, has been already made 
by Collins in his Ode to Liberty, 


Whoſe cliffs the ſubject billows vainly beat, 


Oft 


% 


[SF 
Oft as thro” mk climes I muſing ſtray, 
Ihe dews of Pity fill my melting eyes, 
For thoſe, who, trampled by deſpotic ſway, 
Reſtrain their murmurs, and ſubdue their 
ſighs. : 


Beneath the yoke how ſad FLoRENTIA bends! 
Her ſons eſcape not with the loſs of breath, 
FE'en then fell Tyranny his rod extends 
That waves new horrors o'er the realms of 
Death. 


Lo! where amid the dreary APPENNINES 
Whoſe barren tops the meeting ſkies aſſail, 
Where ſcatter'd olives, and unfruitful vines 


Bow their weak heads beneath the ſighing 
gale ; 


When Night's dark wings the mournful ſcene en» 
fold, 
On mules, unconſcious of their ſilent load, 
Of the pale dead the huddled relics cold 
Are borne unſeemly o'er the lonely road. 


( 8 ) 


No long proceſſion pours the pious ſong, 


No ſable hearſe diſplays it's nodding plume, 
No kind domeſtics move in grief along, 
And with funereal torches gild the gloom. 


* Perhaps fome victim from the ſeats of day 


Too ſoon is hurried by precautions dire, 


Perhaps too late ſhall wake the ſleeping clay, 
And ſtruggling with oppreſſive mould expire. 


"The ſtartled Trav'ler views with honeſt rage 
The face where late ſuperior Beauty ſmil'd, 
The waſted form of once revered Age, 
By ſome rude hireling's ruffian hands defil'd, 


- .In earth's dread boſom undiſtinguiſh'd thrown, 


No cloſing rites in decent ſtate are paid; 


No weeping friends their loſt companion own, 
When duſt to duſt is finally convey'd. 


— erent ni Pets Se Os - — 
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Shall 


* The orders for burying the dead within the ſpace of 
twenty-four hours are ſo rigidly enforced, that there is reaſon 


to fcar ſome may be buried alive. 


6 | 
Shall the meek Virgin's pure untaſted charms, | | 
The manly breaſt that felt another's grief, 

Meet the worn Proſtitute's laſcivious arms, 
Or niggard hands which never gave relief ? | 


Shall the rapt Bard, who pour'd th' immortal lay, 
With Vice and Dullneſs in one Grave unite ? | 
Oh 'twere enough to warm th' indignant clay, 
And ſtop th' aſcending ſpirit in it's flight! ö 


Thither in vain, impell'd by wild deſpair, 
The wretched Widow, and the Orphan fly; 
| Alas! no monumental ſtone is there, 
, To mark the you where their protectors lie. 
No holy text, no warning ſentence, feeds 
The thoughtful Moraliſt with wholeſome 


_ -aath,- - =. 
No ſculptur'd trophies of heroic deeds 


Allure to Glory's path admiring Youth, 


Degenerate Age! when on the banks of NILE, 
Early matur'd, fair Science rear'd her head, 
On the cold corſe was ſpent her patient toil, 

And ARaBrY's rich gums embalm'd the Dead, 
2 — When 


When the proud Sceptre, and high- ſounding Lyre 


Bade Ro M Ax breaſts with vaſt ambition burn, 
The valued aſhes, purified. by fire, 
Drew frequent tears upon the ſtoried urn. 


Ev'n the rude natives of the late-found iſles, 
Where ſome loſt friends attract their frantic 
way, — | 
With fond attachment view the ruſtic piles, 
Sooth'd by the honors of the known Mok.“ 


Shall chen th unfeeling Aus RIA 's ſtern com- 

4 mands 

To quell theſe ſacred ſentiments preſume, 
While with the name of Prejudice he brande 

The Charities that glow beyond the Tomb? 
| i 

Thus might rebellious ſons be taught to fly 

The long obedience which they owe their ſires, 


Thus be difſolv'd chaſte wedlock's dearer tie, 


4 


And all that Habit adds to Nature's fires, 
But 


* The name of the Funeral Monuments in Otahcite, 


See Caok's Voyage. 


E 
But ſooner far muſt ceaſe that laviſh awe bY 
I)!he humbled Vaſſal to his Tyrant pays, | 
Crumble that edifice which Pow'r and Law . | 
On weak Convention's baſe ſo proudly raiſe. 


Then tremble Thou, leſt ſoon th' impatient 
throng 55 
Tear the vain crown from thy too impious 
bead, 
Ne'er can the LivinG be reſpected long, 
Who teach their ſubjects to deſpiſe the DEA ! 


W-- , 
BH f , 
2 va 5 * 't * 
1 : 
475 4 
8 
3 4 
Be : 
OM. 
I 2 7 
7 7 41 7 _ 
3 
r I 1 
8 ' 
W 
N 


684) 


VALLOMBROSA. 


Thick as autumnal leaves that ſtrow the brooks 

In VALTLOMBROSA, where th' Etrurian ſhades 

High over arch'd embow'r; 
PARADISE Los r. bk. 2. 


OVEREIGN of th' enraptur'd ſoul, 
— That willing owns thy mild controul, 
Contemplation, hither come 
I have lov'd with thee to roam 
+ Wild HELvET1A's ſteeps between, 
And gaze upon each wond'rous ſcene ; 


Whether, 


+ Theſe objects have often charm'd the author in Switzer- 
land The broken parts of the Glaciers exhibit a number of 


ſurprizing and irregular forms, which are in many places no 


imperfect repreſentations of ruin'd Architecture The caſ- 
cade of Staubbach which falls from a height rather more 
than nine hundred feet, when the ſun ſhines upon it, pre- 
ſents a moſt beautiful Rainbow—The roſy hue on the ſum- 

mit 
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e 
Whether, when the morning light 
Gilds the Glacier's lofty height, 
Where the broken fragments lie, 
Fancy bade my wandering eye 
In the icy maſs admire 
Many an arc, and many a ſpire, 
Like the labor'd works of ſtone, 
By the hand of Time o'erthrown, 
Or, when Phoebus o'er my head 
His ſtrait-down rays at noon had ſhed, 
Where SraugBAch's impetuous courſe, 
Ruſhing on with headlong force, 
From a rock with clouds that blends 
Thrice three hundred feet deſcends; 
There, amid the falling ſtream, 
Behold fair Iris catch the beam, 
And her many-color'd bow 
In brighter hues exulting ſhow. 
Or, at evening's gradual cloſe, 
By the azure lake repoſe, 
oe, And 
mit of Mont-Blanc, ſeen on a fine evening from the neigh- 


bourhood of Geneva, muſt draw the attention of the moſt 


careleſs obſerver, It is on this account ſometimes call'd 
Monte Roſa by the Italians, 
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And obſerve Night's ſhadowy veil 
O' er ſurrounding objects ſteal ; 
While afar Moxr BLAxc diſplays 
On his top the lingering rays, 

And awhile th' eternal ſnows 
Counterfeit the bluſhing roſe ; 

Soon the lovely tints decay, 

Buy degrees they fade away, 
Till the fainter gleams are paſt, 

And paleſt white remains at laſt. 


Long the Tuſcan Summer's heat 
Has confin'd my eager feet; 
Sculpture's ſhapes exact and true, 
Painting's imitative hue, 

Poetry's creative power, 

Here have fill'd each muſing hour ; 
Sated now with works of Art, 

All their wonted joys depart ; 
Nature's wide exhauſtleſs ſtore 
Now ſhall charm her votary more, 
Lo! a milder ray appears, 

It's head th' autumnal crocus rears, 
Contemplation, power divine! 
Mount with me the APPENNINE, 


FLORENCE 


„ 

FLORENCE now I leave behind, 
Thro' the length'ning valley wind, 
There but fruitleſs is my toil, 
Little yields the ungrateful ſoil, 
Save the cluſtering grapes that ſhine 
Depending from th' empurpled vine, 
Now the mountain's foot I gain, 
And to the Convent riſe with pain ; 
*VALLOMBROSA, ſacred ſhade ! 
For Peace and meek Deyotion made: 


A Convent of Benedictines fituated in the Appennines, 
about eighteen miles from Florence, and three ſrom the ſum- 
mit of  Secchieta, it was founded in the year 1015 by 
Giovanni Gualberto a nobleman of Florence, whoſe brother 
Hugo having been kill'd by a relation, he was trained to 
arms to revenge his death; but meeting the aſſaſſin alone, rhe 
latter threw himſelf on his knees, and made the ſign of the 
croſs, which ſo much affected the piety of Gualberto, that 
his anger was overcome, and he forgave him: then going 

into a church to perform his devotions, a miraculous anima- 
tion of the crucifix, before which he knelt, determined him to 
embrace the monaſtic life. Theſe particulars, and the fory 
of the apoſtate ſaid to be thrown from a rock by the devil, 
. whoſe death is commemorated by an inſcription on the ſpot 
where it happened, are taken from the life of St, Giovanai 
Gualberto, preſented to the author by the head of the 
Convent, 


Safe 


CJ 

Safe from pangs the worldling knows, 
Here ſecure in calm repoſe, 

Far from life's perplexing maze, 
The pious Fathers paſs their days; 
As the bell's ſhrill- tinkling ſound 
Regulates their conſtant round, 
They rouſe with hymns the morning ray, 
Or veſpers chant at cloſe of day, 
While the organ ſtrong and clear 
Joins to charm th' attentive ear: 
Oft return their hours of pray'r, 
Een at time of ſober fare 
Some inſtructive page is read, 
And mind and body both are fed: 
Oft they trace th' hiſtoric pen, 
And legends old of ſainted men, 
Liſten oft to Holy Writ, 
Studies which their ſtate befit. 


Here the Traveller elate 
Finds an ever-open gate, 
Glad they all his wants ſupply, 
And welcome beams from every eye. 
But moſt I love to wander wide ; 
With a ſerious monk my guide, 


Who, | 
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| Learn'd like his Saviour to forgive, | | 
Then his raging paſſions ceaſe, WEN 3 


Next the Monk, with ſhuddering thought, 
Points the ſtone by Sculpture wrought, 
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Who, while each ſcene he proud diſplays; 


Repeats the holy Founder's praiſe ; , 


GUALBERTo, who in youthful prime 


Forſook Ambition's march ſublime, | 


Neighing ſteeds, and feats of arms, 
Tournaments, and Beauty's charms, 


And left the ſhield and nodding creſt; 
To be in garb monaſtic dreſt 


How Religion's mild controul 
Baniſh'd vengance from his foul, 


When his ſword, in anger rais'd, | 


For a ſlaughter'd Brother blaz'd ; 
How his breaſt, with fury ſteel'd, 
While the proſtrate victim kneel'd, 
At the Croſs's pow'rful ſign 
Relenting own'd the ſpark divine, 


And bade th appall'd aſſaſſin live; 
Calm'd in the ſtill abode of Peace. 


Whoſe characters tremendous tell 


Where the vile Apoſtate fell, 
5 N „„ _—_— 


„ 
Whom, ſighing to regain the world, 
The Fiend of darkneſs down-ward hurl'd. 
Such dangers, he obſerves, await 
The wretch who dares to violate 
The ſolemn vows he once hath given 
At the awful ſhrine of Heaven. 

Thus he ſhews the fearful ſcene, 
And, each ſage remark between, 
Wild Vicaxo, tumbling o'er 
The rugged rocks, is heard to roar, 
Then at eve, in vaulted room, 
Where the taper gilds the gloom, 
Pleas'd I find the ready board 
With ſimple dainties fully ſtor'd, 
Nor wants to cheer the grateful gueſt 
Wine from neighb'ring vintage preſt ; 
' While various converſe time beguiles 
Of ſin without, and worldly wiles ; 


: | | oo 


* A Caſcade juſt by the monument before mentioned, 


/ 
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* Or perchance ſhall more delight 
The ſtory of that Paynim Knight, 
Enchanting Beauty's proſelyte! | : 
Who here, in ſome religious wave, 


— 


Wi u meek ſubmiſſion vow'd to lave; 
For floods or flames alike prepar'd, 


(So ſweetly ſung FERRRARAS Bard) 
To cleanſe each old unholy ſtain, 


That he might hope the Nymph to gain, | 
The Nymph ſo fair, fo chaſte, ſo bold, 
Who bore the wondrous lance of gold. 


At length I ſeek the ſilent bed, 


And ſleep's ſoft dews are o'er me ſhed. 


But with morning let me riſe, 
And ſhake the ſlumbers from my eyes, 


Upſpringing then my courſe I bend, 


And SECCHIETA's ſteep aſcend, 
Whoſe brow afar diſtinguiſh'd ſhines, 
The glory of the ApPENNINES! 
= N 2 Firſt 


* Ruggiero promiſed Bradamante to be baptiz'd at Val - 
lombroſa. See Orla ndo Fur. Canto. 22, 


Non che nell acqua, diſſe, ma nel foco | 


Per tuo amor porre il capo mi fia poco. 
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Firſt is it's midway height array'd 

In ſpreading cheſnut's chequer'd ſhade ; 
Which by the darker fir is edg'd, 

In even phalanx cloſely wedg'd ; 

Above the beechen grove is ſeen, 
With white arms ſhining thro” the green: 
So on the Roman Pontiff 's head | 

A triple crown 1s proudly ſpread, 
How feel my boſom glow | 
Leaving gloomy thoughts below, 
While, with every ſtep, I riſe 
Nearer to my native ſkies ! 

As I climb, the mountain's Leight 
Sometimes hides the Orb of light, 
In an inſtant then his rays 

O' erwhelm me with the golden blaze; 
So in Error's paths we wind, 

So Truth oft flaſhes on the mind! 
Mark upon the groves around 

Mix'd with gloom the beams are found, 
Not in gradual tints diſplay'd, 

But ſtrong the line twixt light and ſhade ; 
Such the ſudden ſtep below 

From higheſt joy to deepeſt woe! 


4 
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*As I trace, with mind ſerene, 
The beauties of this rural ſcene, 


Varied views of wood and lawn, 


By Nature's pencil only drawn 5 
While the winding copſe retires 


Where a gentle ſwell aſpires, 


And ſkirts it modeſtly around 
As if Art preſcrib'd it's bound; 


BRITAIN ſeems to meet my view 


Seat of taſte and judgment true, 
In whoſe delightful land alone 
Art is Nature's handmaid known! 


Now the ſteep aſcent is paſt, 
And the brow is gain'd at laſt, 
Let me now the hours improve, 
And o'er great Nature's terrace rove ; | 
Nor 
* Extraordinary fertility is by no means the general cha- 
racter of the Appennines, and this is the only part of them 
near Florence which has any pretenfions to beauty. The na- 


tural mixture of beech wood and open lawn on the Secchieta 
much reſembles an Engliſh park. Our manner of laying out 


grounds has hitherto been very ſlowly and partially imitated 


on the Continent ; it is only at Ermenonville near Paris, Sig- 
nor Lomellinis? villa near Genoa, Prince Albert's near Bruſ- 
ſels, and another belonging to a Banker in the ſame neigh- 
bourhood, that the author has ſcen any Pe towards 
good taſte, 
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Not a ſound invades my ear, 


Save the ſheep-bell tinkling near ; 
Or the rude and diſtant call 82 5 
Echoing thro' the foreſt tall; 
Or if chance my roving feet 
The ſhepherd of the mountain meet, 
In converſe with the ruſtic ſwain, 
* Surpriz d I hear ſo pure a ſtrain. 
Oft the humble hind I ſee 
At ſcatter'd croſſes bend the knee, 
Preſs their feet with pious kiſs 
Earneſt thought of future bliſs : 
Or if the mournful ſpot he reach, 
| Where an iſolated beech 
By the light'ning blaſted lies, 


Stop and fix his. wiſtful eyes. 
Oft I ſit me down and drink 
At the ſpring's inviting brink, 


Which is clad in brighter green, 

And ſhadowy thickets near are ſeen, 

While ſcorch'd by the too ferv id rays 
The thirſty lawn it's turf diſplays: 
So from HxELIcOx's ſweet ſource 


Reviving waters take their courle, 


pines, ſpeak a much purer dialect than thoſe of the plains, 


And 


| * Tr is very remarkable that the peaſants of the Appe- | 


| 
| 
f 
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And bid with Joy the Poet glow 
Mid circling ſcenes of human woe 


But chief my raptur'd gaze I throw 


On th' extended view below; 


ARNo, many a Poet's theme, 


Now appears a trifling ſtream. 


While my curious ſight I ſtrain 
To find its diſtant ſource in vain, 
Thro' the vale I ſee it wind, 

Till 'tis loſt the hills behind; 


Such the diſappointment ſprings 


When we ſeek the cauſe of things. 


Yet, tho' now on ARrno's fide 


Villas riſe in glittering pride, 
+ Methinks the tracts around diſplay 
How impetuous Ocean's ſway 


Once with waſteful fury ſpread 


The wild waves o'er each mountain's head; 
| Thus 


+ The ſtriking difference between the appearance of the 
Appennines and the Alpe, is that the ſummits of the former 


are all rounded, as aquatic mountains generally are; and the 


moſt lofty of the latter univerſally terminate in points of 
granite, devoid either of horizontal ſtrata or petrifactions: 
from whence it is evident that they are aboriginal, and have 
never been covered by the Ocean. 


e 

Thus where'er our footſteps range, 

Still appear the marks of change. 

On yonder brow the ſmoke aſcends, 
With air in circling columns blends ; 
Tis the peaſant's prudent toil 

Burns the turf t' enrich the ſoil 5 

As the clods, improv'd by fire, 

New vegetative force acquire, 

Man from Death's great change ſhall find 
Powers yet unknown exalt his mind, 
Here the blue TVRRHEN IAN lies, 
There lofty ſummits meet the ſkies; * 
Within the vaſt horizon's bound | 
*ETRURIA ſpreads, of old renown'd, 
Where the Roman youth were brought, 
And myſtic rites and aug'ries taught, 
By which weak man's vain hopes late 
Would pry into the womb of fate; 


There 


* Almoſt all Tuſcany, which is the ancient Etruria may 
be ſeen from the top of Secchieta; it appears that even to the 
time of Cicero, Etruria was conſidered as the great ſource of 
the Arts of Divination—Si te ratio quædam Hetruſcæ di:- 
ciplinz, quam a Patre nobiliſſimo atque optimo viro accepe- 


ras, non fefellit, Cicero ad Familiar ; Lib, 6, Ep. 6. 


CY 
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There too the Arts, with dawning ray, 
Gave earneſt of a brighter day, 

Till her's, and every neighb' ring name 
Sunk amid the Roman fame; 

So mighty rivers ſeek the deep, 

And there at length forgotten ſleep. 
Now Memory bids her powers renew, 
As each fam'd ſcene attracts my view, 
Events of many a later age, 

That fill the fair recording page; 

| Yonder the Puxic Vicrtor ſtood, 

When THRASYMEN was ſtain'd with blood : 
* Here CATILINE's impatient mind 
With life his daring hopes reſign'd : 
There, from humbled Gaul return d, 
Czxsar's vaſt ambition burn'd, | 
And early plann'd th' impending doom 
Of luxury-corrupted RoME ; 

Go: But 


* Catiline was defeated and kill'd by Caius Antonius, in the 
plains of Piſtoia, See Salluſt. Bel. Cat.— Julius Caeſar dur- 


ing his Gallic wars, fixed his quarters one winter at Lucca, 


which was under his government. Cæſar Craſſum Pom- 


peiumque in urbem provinciz ſuz Lucam extractos compulit, 
&. Suetonius in Cæſ. 15 
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But ſhort is Man's ſucceſsful pride, 

For BzvTvs ſtabb'd, and Cæs AR died! 
10 Pisa, founded by the hands | 
Of fam'd ALpaevs' Grecian bands, | 
What now avails the lofty boaſt 25 | 
To ſoothe thy lone deſerted coaſt! 


Laſt my eye delighted roams 


O'er proud FLozenTIA's marble domes, 
+ Tho” the Gortn, with fury wild, 

Much her lovely ſeats deſpoil'd ; 

Tho” domeſtic faction more 

Since her ſuffering boſom tore, 

| | How 


+ We have Virgil's authority for Piſa having been a Greek : | | 
Colony, Aneid. hb. 10. F 


Hos parere jubent Alphez ab origine Piſæ 
Urbs Etruſca ſolo. | 


That city is now in a very languiſhing ſtate. 


1 Florence was once deſtroyed by Totila king of the Goths ; 
afterwards it ſuffered much by the conteſts between the 
Guelphs and Ghibellines, and other internal commotions ; 
till it found tranquillity and ſplendor under the adminiſtra- 
tion of the houſe of Medici, | | | | 
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How did Cosmo's generous race 

Bid revive each fainting grace ! 

Yet alas! Reflection ſage, 

As ſhe turns th' hiſtoric page, 

Muſt ſigh to think what Furies dar'd 
Invade the breaſts which Science ſnar d, 
Fierce Revenge, and haughty Pride 

+ Foul Inceſt, and fell Fratricide ! \ 
While Pity's mournful tears are paid 

To the youthful Prelate's ſhade, 

And murder'd Branca's fatal charms | 
Claſp'd in her dying conſort's arms. 


Tir'd 


1 An inceſtuous commerce between Coſmo the firſt Great 
Duke of Tuſcany, and his Daughter Iſabella was accident- 
ally diſcovered by Georgio Vaſari, a painter employed in the 
palace; in conſequence of which, Iſabella was afterwards 
ſtrangled by order of her huſband the Duke of Bracciano— 
John, ſon of Coſmo, was created a Cardinal by Pope Pius 
the fourth, at the early age of ſeventeen, and murdered in 
hunting by his next Brother Garcias, who was ſtabb'd for it 
by his Father. Bianca Capello was a beautiful Venetian 
Lady, married by Francis who ſucceeded Coſmo, and ſhe 

and her huſband were both poiſon'd at Poggio 2 Caiano by 

Ferdinand brother of Francis. 
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Tir'd at length no more I ſtray, 
But throw me on the graſs-grown way, 
| While the branchy ſhade is i pread 
Kindly o'er my ſhelter'd head, 

While the ſky-lark warbles high 
| His wild aerial minſtrelſy, 

*And een the flies that buzz around 
Lull me with a ſoothing ſound. 
What tranſports in my boſom riſe ! 
Conſcious joy empearls my eyes, 
As ſoft refleCtion's pleaſing power 
Traces many a rapturous hour, 
Since the ardent love of change 
Thro' various climates bade me range; 
For ſtill freſh objects charm my mind, 
Laviſh Nature, Art refin'd, 
Or countleſs manners ever new, 
While thro* each maze I Man purſue. 
What tho thoſe I left behind 
Wooing Fortune's fickle wind, 
If perchance their ends they gain, 
View the wanderer with diſdain : 


In 


* Huſt'd with buzzing night-flies to thy flumber. 
SHAKSPEARE, ad Part of KING Henry Iv. Lf 
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In the chains of habit bound 

Let them tread th' unvaried round; 

Let Ambition court the rays 

That dart from Power's meridian blaze; 
Avarice count his treaſures o'er, 

And ſwell amid th' increaſing ſtore z 
The Muſe on my lone path ſhall ſhine, 
And Contemplation's wealth be mine ! 


, Ci 


IMPROM. 


—— — 


{© ma } 


IMPROM PT u, 
AFTER A BAD DINNER AT PISA. 


4 AS Wir the Tower of hunger ſought, 

The Landlord faid 'twas fallen to nought : 
te Not ſo,” quoth WILL, “and this the proof, 
ce It ſtill exiſts beneath thy roof.” . 


E L E GV 


* The Tower where Ugolino and his children were ſtarved 
to death, as is ſo pathetically deſcribed by Dante; there are 
ſtill ſome remains of it, known by the emphatic name of 
La Torre della Fame. | 
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WRITTEN AT ROME, 


On viſiting the CoLossko or AMPHITHE= 


_ ATRE by Moon: light. 


AREWELL the mazy dance, the choral ſong, 
The feſtive board, and every gay reſort, 
Where vacant minds with fond impatience 

throng, 5 
And laughing Pleaſure holds her tinſel court! 


8 heſe let corru pted Britons now purſue 


Where fam'd AvgustA rears her ſtately towers, 
Theſe vain LurRTIAꝰs ever frolic crew r 
In gilded manſions and“ ELYs1an bowers. 


Me 


* * Les Champs Elises near Paris, 


— — 


— — 
—— — 
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| Me other ſcenes on TiBRER's banks invite 
| | To leave the letter'd page, the midnight oil, 
| And by the gleams of Cynthia's ſilver light 
| View the dread monuments of antient toil, 
The ſpot I ſeek, beyond the * ſacred ground, 
! Where the proud maſs VESPASlAN's power 
| — 15 ants ; 
| With filent awe ſurvey the vaſty round 
And diſtant Temples darken'd by it's ſhade. 
l As late I rov'd where Alpine mountains riſe = : 
| Oeer rugged paths I trace th' aſpiring way, "i 
| The looſe wall climb with terror and ſurprize, 1 
| And muſing through aerial arches ſtray. 
Hail awful ſcenes! congenial darkneſs hail ! . 
| 255 For times there are when man's wide-graſping , 
1 A 
6 Flies Nature's ſweets, clear ſtream or painted vale, 
| And willing yields to Horror's mad controul. 
[ - 5 it 
|; | * The Via Sacra. 7 | i 1 
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Mid paſſing clouds the trembling moon-beams fall 
As in each dreary vault my ſteps advance, 
And through cleft ruins on th' oppoſing wall 
In glimpſes faint like paly ſpectres glance. 


To Fancy's eye full many a ghoſt appears 
Of venal champions who for ſordid pay 
Here baſely fought, unbleſs'd by Pity's tears, 
Ae breath'd their ſullen ſouls away. 


Not ſlaves alone, but citizens and knights 
Among the oriſly combatants are ſeen, 

And gentle woman made for Love's delights 
In arms unſeemly ſtalks with threatening mien, 


* They 


* Before the building of this Amphitheatre, in the time of 
Nero, both the Equeſtrian and Senatorian Orders diſgraced 


themſelves by appearing among the Gladiators. See Sueton: 


Life of Nero, and Juvenal in his fixth Satire ridicules the 
women having a wardrobe for the ſame purpoſe 

| | Quale decus rerum fi conjugis auctio hat, 
Balteus, & manicz, & criſtz, cruriſque finiſtri 
Dimidium tegmen : &e. 


| 
| 
| 
' 
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They ſeem to try each murderous art anew, 


As o'er th accuſtom'd ſpot they wildly rave: 
Some trembling fly, and ſome in rage purſue, 


Thoſe caſt the net, and theſe the faulchion wave. 


By Furies faſhion'd were their breaſts of ſteel 


Who could the real ſcene with joy behold, 
More ſavage thoſe, unknowing how to feel, 
Who view'd for pleaſure than who feught for 
oold. 


Yet theſe are they, renown'd thro' every clime 
For glowing Genius and for poliſh'd Art, 


To ſhape the living buſt, the dome ſublime, 


And pour the verſe that fir'd the throbbing 
—_ | 


O partial voice of Fame ! to me more dear 


The humble Bramin *mid the lonely waſte, 


Who on cruſh'd inſets drops the pitying tear, 


But rears no ſplendid monuments to Taſte. 
Leſs 


4 The Retiarii & Secutores. 


r 
Leſs ſtill the Roman boaſt when juſtly ſcann'd, 
For with the Arts the ſofter Virtues dwell ; 


A blood-ſtain'd ſceptre fill'd their iron hand, 
And milder and more {kilful nations fell. 


* Thus ſunk th' ETRURIAN, thus the Grectan 
fame, 
To fierce invaders a defenceleſs prey, 
Who ſought by arms alone a lofty name, 
Scornful of all but battle's firm array. 


E - Till, 


* The elegant forms of the Etruſcan Vaſes and the great 
maſterpieces of Grecian Sculpture were never equalled by 
the Romans. Of the ancient Sculpture in particular now 
preſerved at Rome there ſeem to be three claſſes diſtinguiſn- 
ed by Connoiſſeurs, in the firſt are thoſe pieces which were 
brought from Greece to Rome, in the ſecond the works of 
Greek Artiſts at Rome, and in the third, the inferior works 
of Roman Artiſts. Such is Mr. Dryden's obſervation in his 
Epiſtle to Sir Godfrey Kneller, | 

Rome rais'd not Art, but only kept alive, 

And with old Greece unequally did ſtrive. 
In Architecture the Romans can only boaſt of inventing the 
Compoſite Order which is no improvement on the others: and 


the Greeks never proſtituted theirs to the infamous purpoſes 
of an Amphitheatre, ' 


| | 
„ 
Till, when the ſubject world their fway confeſt, 
And ſated Conqueſt huſh'd War's tumult rude, 
Art feebly warm'd their ſtill unſoften'd breaſt, 
Proud patrons of the people they ſubdued. 


The ſtern commands of her triumphant foes 
In this vaſt pile reluctant TAsrE obey'd, 
And, while for deeds of death the fabric roſe, 
With tearful eye her growing work ſurvey'd« 


WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN ON THE WALL 


CHAMBER AT TIVOLI. 


HO ſeeks, contemplative, a calm retreat 
From Art's proud reign, and Rome's tu- 
multuous ſtreet, | 
May here, his fancy kindling at the view, 
Great Nature through her faireſt forms purſue, 
Or turn with freſh delight the claſſic page 
In ſcenes congenial to the Bard and Sage; 
With Hor ace liſten to the rough caſcade, 
And muſe with Tul Lv in the olive ſhade ; 
While wide CaurAxIA ſpreads beneath his eye, 
Nor all it holds can claim one envious ſigh ! 


ODE 
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N VISITING THE SITE OF 


HORACE's SABINE VILLA, 


a r 


Proved lately by the ABB pe Cnavevy and others 
to be in the Valley of LICENZE A near VICOVARO, 
and not at Tivo as was before ſuppoſed. 


Cur valle permutem Sabina | 


Divitias operofiores ? Ode 2. lib. 3. 


r is Jovz's Fane—# the Prieſt no more, 

The filent virgin by his ſide, 

Performs the rites of heathen lore 

In all the pomp of ancient pride. , 
1 Fa, The 


. dum Capitelium 
Scandet cum tacita virgine Pontifex. 
Ode zo. lib. 3. 
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The marble monuments ſublime ; 

Are moulder'd by invidious Time, 

Not loftieſt Virtue can command 

Reſpect from his deſtroying hand, 
Vaniſh'd her beſt lov d Arch that roſe to tell 

*How by fam' dCrem'ra's fide the dauntleſs FaBII 

| fell. 


But, FL Accus! thy prophetic lays 
Oiurtlive the date thyſelf aſſign'd, 

Like man's weak frame his tomb decays, 
| They ſhine immortal as the mind. 


Poets 


* The Arch of the Fabii erected to commemorate the 
glorious death of three hundred of that family in the war with 
the Veientes, made the communication between the Via Sacra, 


and the Forum Romanum. Not the leaſt veſtiges of it re- 


main. 


+ Non inciſa notis marmora publicis 
Per quæ ſpiritus, & vita redit bonis 
Poſt mortem ducibus. 


® * Ll „ F * * 


Dignum laude virum Maſa vetat mori, Ode 8. lib. 4. 


„ 


Poets who give to Heroes fame 
Their own by right inherent claim; 
He who to loſe a day diſdain'd 
Might charm the few ſhort years he reign 'd; 
But to no period are thy powers confin'd, 
Thro' many a rolling age the joy of human kind! 


Who burn beneath the tropic beam, 
Who freeze in Hyperborean cold, 

* Now by DicznTia's lucid ſtream P 
With wonder meet—with joy behold 

The place where erſt thy ſpirit glow'd, 

When here the bounteous Muſe beſtow'd 

Profuſely on thy Latin lyre, 

+ All that before ſhe could inſpire 

In various Gx RclAꝰs firſt diſtinguiſh'd clime, 


TheTz1ax joyous ſtrain, the Tazzan flight ſublime. 


Tho' 


+ Titus, amor ac deliciæ generis humani. 


„Amici, diem perdidi,” Sueton ; 


Me quotics reficit gelidus Digentia rivus. 
| | Ep. 18. lib. Is 

| + Holium carmen ad Italos - 

Deduxiſſe modos. | Ode 30. lib. 3. 
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Tho” o'er the naked ſcene around ; 
Fell ſigns of bigot Power are ſpread, 
No trace of former grandeur found, 


No beauteous Villa rears the head, 
And thine hath met the vulgar lot, 


With ſcarce a ſtone to mark it's ſpot ; 


Yet Fancy to my ardent view 
Can raiſe the modeſt pile anew, 


And point where Pan, thy favour'd flocks to 


keep, 


+ Left at thy potent call his lov d Lyczan ſteep. 


+ There gold or ivory richly wrought 


Luxurious eyes might ſeek in vain, 
No beams from fartheſt Arric brought 
HruETTiAx columns there ſuſtain ; 


= Nor 


Velox amoenum ſaepe Lucretilem 
— Mutat Lycæo Faunus. Ode 18. lib. 1. 


+ Non ebur neque aureum 
Mea renidet in domo lacunar, 
Non trabes Hymettias 


Premunt columnas ultimà reciſæ e | 
Africa, _ 8 ade 18. lib. 2. 
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Nor * CHIAN wines, nor PERSIAN nard 
Could tempt the philoſophic bard : 
+ Calm leiſure, books, and balmy reſt 
Were the rich treaſures there poſſeſs'd, 
And ſweet oblivion of corroding care, 
Evenings of genuine joy, and feaſts of Gods were 
there! | 


Bleſt Spirit ! while I here retire, 

-- 3 doubly feel thy magic ſtrain ; = 

Thus charm'd to peace each wild deſire, 
Rome's lofty domes allure in vain, 


Or 


* Vile potabis modicis Sabinum 
Cantharis. Die 20. ib . 
Aut Chia vina aut Leſbia, Epod. 9. 

ES ey nunc & Achzmenio 


Perfundi nardo juvat. Epod. 13. 


+ Nunc veterum libris nunc ſomno & inertibus horis 
Ducere ſolicitz jucunda oblivia vitæ. 


O noctes coenzque Deum. Sat. 6, lib, 2. 


1 
Or forms by ParDrax ſkill difplay'd, 

Or miracles of light and ſhade : - 

Not all the Arts that glad the ſight 

Like thine and Nature's book delight, 

+ Still thus to feel, my rapturous meed decree, 
i And I O ſoul-enchanting Muſe ! will dwell with 
fs thee. 


+ Theſe delights if thou can'ſt give 
Mirth with thee I chuſe to live. 
MiLToN's ALLEGR0. 
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View of the Grotto of EGERIA and Temple 
| of the Muſes, near RoME. 


Lucus erat, quem medium ex opaco ſpecu fons perenni rigabat 
/ aqua, quo quia ſe perſæpe Numa fine arbitris, velut ad con- 
greſſum Dez, inferebat, Camœnis eum lucum ſacravit; quod 

earum ſibi conſilia cum conjuge ſua Egeria eſſent.— 
r. . i hb. 1. 


Egeria eſt, quæ præbet aquas, dea grata Camcenis, 
Illa Numæ coojux conſiliumque fuit. 


BTROPHE +2.- 
O ſacred grot with ivy crown'd, 
O ſilver-ſparkling ſpring, 

Where oft th' inſpiring Nymph was 8 

| By Rowe” s pacific king! | 

And ye that deck the heights above, 

Fane of the Nine, and ſhadowy grove 

Where wildly grow ſpontaneous bays ! 

If late I _ with pilgrim feet 

The gay 1 Venuslan's calm retreat, 
»Twere impious to forget your hallow'd haunts to 
_ praiſe, 


1 


ANTI- 


* There is a ſmall grove of bay trees near the temple, 
which ſtands on an eminence juſt above the grotto. 

1 Horace was born at Venuſium, and is frequently called 
Il Venuſino by the Italian Poets, 


Ovin. FAs T. lib. 3; 
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ANTISTROPHE 1. 


F Por here were laviſhly combin'd 
All that could &er engage 
© The penſively-tranſported mind 
Of patriot, bard, or ſage. 
Not PLaTo's Academic ſhade 
Benigner influence diſplay'd OR 
To philoſophic thought ſerene, 
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1 Nor were diviner maxims taught 

Or ſtronger inſpiration caught 

| | At fam'd Dopoxa's ſhrine, or fount of Hippo- 
A CRENE, | 

| EPODE 1. 

. Still may the blameleſs vow be paid, 


And till the bloodleſs offering laid, 
Te O lov'd Eceria ! at thine altar pure; 
{ | Such as of old at thy command 


Were brought by Numa's pious hand, 
No rites profane could er thy ſiniles allure. 
By him thy milder laws took place 
Taming ; a wild and ſtubborn race ; 
: He 


a 
He caught the myſtic ſhield renown'd, 
With nimble feet the Sal II beat the ground; 
While pageant ſhews employ'd the ſoften'd 
mind 8 1 
On idle ſpears her web Arachne twin'd, 


PEACE watch'd the brazen + gates, and ſcatter'd 


olives round. 
ETROPHE: 


+1 call not that Pierian maid 
Who walk'd theſe ſhades among, 
And then beſtow'd her tuneful aid 
To raiſe the royal ſong. 
What now avails the {lighted lyre ? 
Come rather thou who choſe t' inſpire 


The 


* That Numa inſtituted ſacrifices without bloodſhed, was 
ſaid to have caught a ſhield that deſcended from Heav'n, and 
eſtabliſhed the Salli, ſee Plutarch, Life of Numa. 


\ 


+ The gates of the Temple of Janus being only kept open 


in time of war, were ſhut during the long reign of Numa. 


- That he alſo compoſed the verſe ſung by the Salii is 
mentioned by ſeveral Hiſtorians and by Horace. 


Jam ſaliare Numæ carmen qui laudat. 


PPP gr 


Ep. i. lib. 2. 
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| The arts of government alone! 
Tho' Heav'n to me in pity ſpares 
A Monarch's heavier weight of cares, 
+ Each man within his breaſt has kingdoms of his 


Own. 


"ANTISTROFRHEEYE £ 


Sweet Power unſeen !—on me beſtow 
The ſceptre of the ſoul, 
By which the ſubject Paſſions bow 
To Reaſon's juſt controul. 
And while this alter'd land I tread, 
I'll mourn with thee each Virtue fled ; 


1 


++ 


the ſtate of man, 
Like to a little kingdom ſuffers then 


The nature of an inſurection. 
SHAKSPEARE's JULIUS CsAR. 
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More noxious than mephitic & air 
Now ſullen Apathy preſides, 
And Cixcx, check'd no more by tides, 


Walks confidently forth to ſpread * th imbruting 


ſnare. 


E PO DE 2. 


E'en here their waſting force appears, 
Th' afflicted Arts unite their tears 
| While low on earth theſe broken columns lie ; 3 
Defac'd is every beauteous ſhrine / 
That once invok'd the hoverin g Nine; 
Thro' vine- ſupporting reeds the zephyrs ſigh 
. In 


$ The bad air in the ſouthern parts. of Italy, called by 


the inhabitants cattiba aria, is ſo dreadful in the ſummer 


months, as to render almoſt all the low ſituations extremely 


dangerous to ſleep in, and the cauſes of it ſtill remain without 


ſatisfactory explanation. 


The Ifland of Circe ſo much celebrated by the ancients 


is now joined on to the Continent; It is not many miles from 


Terracina, and is ſtill called Monte Circello. 


* The ſoul grows clotted by contagion, 
Imbodies and imbrutes. 


MiLToN's Coumus. 
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C- can. } 
In plaintive ſounds that ſeem to moan 
The lovely images o'erthrown. 
A Bur what new forms my ſight entrance 
Lo ! ſprightly maids and rural hinds advance 
To ſeek with honors due theſe ancient bowers; 
From the green turf Icull the votive flowers, 


Join Nature's ſimple train, and lead the jocund 


dance! 


* The country people ſtill aſſemble in the valley of 
ECERIA the firſt ſunday in May to divert themſelves, which 
cuſtom has been by ſome Antiquarians deduced from a Feſtival 


eſtabliſhed by the ancient Romans on the Calends of May in 


honor of Numa. 
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ROBERT MERRY, Eſq, 


rat | 


DENEATH ITarira's ſouthern ſky, 

| LF While you on Fancy's pinion fly 
*To where o'er Russ1A's frozen plains 
*Mid clouds and ſtorms hoar Winter reigns, 
In thrilling verſe the tale relate 


* 
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ö Of injur'd Beauty's hapleſs fate | 
| Whoſe breaſt amid ſurrounding ſnow | 4 
| | | | The God of Love had taught to glow, | 
| And fuch a melting ſtrain effuſe, | | 
| That maids and youths unborn ſhall muſe 8 | 
| gg” Ober 
ö * In alluſion to a Poem Mr. Merry was then writing 5 

| entitled © Paulina, or the Ruſſian Daughter,” and which is 


ſince printed in England, 
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O'er fad Paul IN A's lot ſevere 


With horror's chill, and pity's tear; 
Dear MRR ſhall my humbler rhime 
Inform you how I pals my time 

In this ſtrange city, once ſo ſplendid, 
Whoſe ancient glory now 1s ended ? 
Whoſe modern precincts only ſhow 
An union of ſublime and lo; 

Of former pride revered remains, 
Baths, arches, theatres, and fanes ; 
Of preſent wealth a wond'rous treaſure 
For public uſe and private pleaſure, 


Fountains that copious tides ſupply, 


Churches that with old temples vie, 
So much magnificence and ſtate 


In all the manſions of the great, 


Such marbles, pictures, ſtatues, blended! 


The wealth of nations ſeems expended ; 


Yet clamours of the hungry poor 
Beſiege the lordly palace door, 
And, iſſuing, my diſguſted eye 


Beholds ſuch filth and miſery, 


That 


* The fountains, which are very numerous and magnificent, 
form a diſtinguill'd part of the ornaments of modern 


Rome. 
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That home my thoughts are ever turning, 
With patriot recollection burning 
Of fortune's more diffuſive ſmiles 
Spread o'er the northern ſiſter- iſles, 


Rough Ix DUS YRY thy rich rewards, 
Which FREEDOM grants, and VALOR guards! 


As here each hillock is renown'd 
And every alley - claſſic ground, 
Firſt let the Muſe obſervant tell 
The ſpot in which J chance to dwell. 
To the old PIxciAx's ſteepy ſide 


The houſe adheres, ſo well applied, 


That from the ambitious upper door 

I can whene'er I pleaſe explore 

The place which Eaſe and Pleaſure haunted 
When rich LucuLLvs built and planted 5 
Or, from the humbler gate below, 

Strait to the CaMevs MarTIvs go, 


Where 


* The houſe the author ved in at Rome is built againſt 
the fide of Trinita del Monte, the ancient Pincian Hill, 
where were the Gardens of Lucullus, and the Piazza di 


Spagna at the foot of it, with the greater part of modern 


Reme, is in the old Campus Martius. 


„ 


Where weeping now her lowly ſtate, 
So wills inexorable Fate, 

Rome, mindful of her ancient reign, 
Sinking aſham'd into the plain, 
Calls on thoſe hills her former pride, 
Her ſad dejected head to hide ! 


At morn I ramble forth to view 


Each curious object old and new, 


But think not I ſhall now preſume 


To write in verſe a Guipe to Rome : 


Or ſcribble, to diſplay my parts, 


A volume on Antiques and Arts, 


To ſtudy theſe twill better ſuit ye 


To read NaRDINEZ and VENUuTT, 
Or W1XCcKELMANN, who much unravels, 
Or any books but modern Travels. 


What tranſports fill'd my glowing breaſt 


When firſt this far- famed ſoil I preſs'd 


How 


+ Nardini's Deſerizione di Roma antica, Venuti's De- 
ſerizione Topografica delle Antichita di Roma, & 2 


man's Storia delle 1 85 & Monumenti inediti, 
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How oft (I then exulting cried) 
Will I by ſome old ruin's ſide, 
While Fancy, ſweet enthuſiaſt! feeds 
On tales of vaſt heroic deeds, 


Devote to her the muſing hour, 


Whoſe magic wand's commanding power 


More than Amphion's boaſted lyre 
Can bid each wall again aſpire, 


Till ancient Rowe before my eyes 


From this ſurrounding Chaos riſe, 
As erſt ſhe ſtood, unhurt by time, ; 
When all her domes and towers ſublime 
+CoNSTANTIUS, on his car of gold 
Forgot his triumph, to behold. 


Alas! theſe feelings ſoon decay, 


Each dear illuſion haſtes away. 
Soon APPIan and FLaMinTan ſtones 


But ſerve to diſlocate one's bones; 


And 


1 Ammianus Marcellinus in his 16th book gires a very 
ſtriking deſcription of the ſurptize of Conſtantius on viewing 
the moſt conſiderable buildings in his Triumphal entry into 
Rome. Proinde Romam ingreſſus imperii virtutumque 
omnium larem cum veniſſet ad Roſtra, perſpectiſſimum priſcæ 


potentiæ forum, obſtupuit, perque omne latus quo ſe oculi 


contuliſſent, miraculorum denfitate præſtrictus, &c. 
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* And while I in the FoRuM trace 
Some ancient Temple's former place, 


Or where once ſpread the Cx rIAx flood 
Or where the Ros RUM proudly ſtood, 


If from the herd an ox ſhould run, 


The ſneering drivers think it fun 
To ſee him mar the whole connexion 
Of my hiſtorical reflection; 
Or punchinello draws a croud, 


Or ſtreet-declaimers cry aloud, 


Or prieſts entreat, or beggars bully, 


Far other orators than 'TuLLYy | 
+ If to the CarI Tol I go, 


And ſeck it's lofty PoxTICo, 


Where 


— 


* The Forum Romanum 1s ncw an ox market, and was 


originally a pool of water called Lacus Curtius from Metius 


Curtius the Sabine who fell into it in retreating from the 


Palatine to the Capitoline Hill; or frem Marcus Curtius who 
voluntarily threw him{elf into it. Livy mentions both 
ſtories, but with great reaſon ſeems to conſider the latter as a 
romance. See iſt and 24 bk, of 1ſt Decad. 


+ There are ſome remains of the Public Portico of the 
Capitol, and alſo of that of Octavia, ſiſter to Auguſtus, but 
the former is converted into a ſtable, and the latter into a 
fiſh market, Er Is es 
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Beholds the ſpruce Volantt ſkip, 

As if they felt the coachman's whip, 

+ In Bas-relief's the curious eye 

The ſacred veſtments may deſcry 

Which once did Roman Prieſts adorn, 5 

— The ſame are now by butchers worn. 

* And as of old th' imperial dame 

Was proud of that attendant flame, 

Enſign of rank, and ſource of ftrife, 

Which mark'd great CsAR's haughty wife, 
| ”— Tous 


+ There is a whimſical ſimilitude between the long exterior 
garments worn by the ancient prieſts, as particularly repre- 
ſented on the Arch of the Goldſmiths, and thoſe of the mo- 


dern Roman butchers, 


* Herodian gives in his firſt book a very curious account 
of the cuſtom of earrying fire before the Empreſſes, and of 
Commodus having allowed his ſiſter Lucilla, who had been 
the wife of the Emperor Lucius Verus, to preſerve this diſ- 
tintion notwithſtanding her ſecond marriage with Pompe- 
ianus—Commodus afterwards marrying Criſpina, the jealous 
ſy of Lucilla at her being obliged to give place to the new 
Empreſs led her into a conſpiracy againſt her brother.—It is 
only in the houſes of Princeſſes that the modern diſtinction of 
lights is made, as above alluded to. 
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Four glaring torches now illume 


The Princeſs through each dreary room, 
While, ſick with enyy at the view,, 
The humbler Counteſs walks with 7200 / 


Great charms in PainTinG I diſcern, 


But yet I find I've much to learn, 
A Connoiſſeur in talking ſhines 


Of clear-obſcures, and waving lines, 
Gives on Perſpefive learn] hints, 
Deſign and tints, and demi-tints, 
Grouping, and forms pyramidal, 


And every thing that's zechnical: 


Of moſt determin'd reſolution 

Only to judge the execution, 

The choice of ſubject has no part 

In tranſports purely caught from Art. 
But my wild fancy ſtill takes fire 


At Dipo's grief, PeLIDEs' ire, 


And ſick of blind devotion flies | 
From monks and holy families ; | 
Nor can I ſtand whole days to view them, 
Tho' T1TIAN or CorREccio drew them. 
2 8 2 
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Nor RAPHAET's ſelf can J approve, 
If into ſtrange conceits he rove; 
Is not, by ſuch a man pourtray'd, 
An Adam with an iron ſpade, 


A riding Angel, fiddling Phabus 


Like Howes lab'ring at a Rebus ? 


In 13 what avails the Science 
That bids all common ſenſe defiance ? 
Tho' the nice eye with wonder trace 
Each muſcle in its proper place, 

Spite of BERNIxI's vaunted name 


Or Ax oELo's ſuperior fame, 


Let 5 


*The firſt of theſe, which is in the Loggia of the Vatican, 
has been already eriticiſed by Salvator Roſa, who united the 
ſiſter Arts of Painting and Poetry, | 

E come compatir ſcuſar potiamo 
«© Un Raffael pittor raro ed eſatto 
e Far di ferro una zappa in man d' Adamo?“ Sat. 3. 
The two others are in the Stanza, it has been alleged to ex- 
cuſe Raphael that he has repreſented the expulſion of Heli- 
odorus from the Temple exactly as it is deſcribed in Mac- 
gabees, book 2, chap. 3. but the effect muſt be allowed to be 
bad—the fiddle in the hand of Apollo deſtroys the Gignity . 


the Parnaſſus, 


( 233 ) 

Let me with due ſubmiſſion ſay 

I ne'er without diſguſt ſurvey 

* A blackguard David bite his lips, 
Or Moszs' beard that ſhades his hips. 
From theſe I turn, and gladly ſeek 

The ſimple graces of the Greek. 
We know their readers to ſurprize 
Old authors tell —egregious lies, 
But we may judge, from what remains, 
Of their exaggerated ſtrains. 
When of TAROMUHNIAN ſewers I'm told 
How o' er the wondrous void of old, 
The penſile city hung ſublime 
Like Mah'mets tomb in later time, 
I laugh at all the proofs they bring, 
And think Fleet-diich a finer thing. 

But 


* Bernini's David at the Borgheſe Villa and Michael An- 
gelo's Moſes at the Tomb of Julius II. in the church of St. 
Pietro in Vinculo, both which have their excellencies, but are 


too much like Caricatures. 


+ Præterea Cloacas operum omnium diftu maximum, 
ſuffoſſis montibus, atque urbe penſili, ſubterque navigata. 
Plin, Hiſt, Nat, lib, 36. 8 13. | 


6 
But when Greek ſtatues meet my ſight, 
Whole hours I gaze with fix'd delight, 
And can almoſt believe the tale 
How Sculpture's art could fo prevail, 
That once a youth, in manner heinous, 
Dar'd to afſault the GNIDIAN Venus, 
(Tho' liberal of her tuneful aid, 
The Muss is ftill a bluſhing maid, 
And what in this event befell 


Is not quite fit for her to tell, 
To know the whole, be pleas'd to look 


*In PLiny's {ix and thirtieth Book) 
- How ARCHITECTURE's now diſgrac'd 
By Vanity and want of Taſte ! 

If old Vitruvivs liv'd again, 
Could he from grief and rage refrain 


To ſee the leafy honors fall, 


From each degraded capital, > 


* Ferunt amore captum quendam, cum delituifſet noctu, 


fimulacro cohæſiſſe, ejuſque cupiditatis eſſe indicem maculams 


cap. 5. 


i 
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And lov'd acanthus' modeſt grace 


| + To boaſtful coats of arms give place 


Will no one lend an axe or rope 
For ſuch a Yandal of a Pope ? 
At leaſt to it's peculiar Lord 
Let every emblem be reſtored ; 
The fars again might deck the ſky, 
The eagle to the Emperor fly, 
The lih is the Gaul's alone, 
The blaft may ſtill remain his own, 
For it can only mean a wind 

8 Ot evil fame from trump behind! 


At 


t The arms of the Braſchi family, one of which now fits 


in the Papal Chair, are ſtars, eagles, a lily, and a head of 


Zephyr or Boreas blowing upon it, which are ridiculouſly in- 


troduced into the capitals of the columns in the new Rotunda 


of the Vatican Muſeum.—Every perſon of taſte muſt be 


ſhock'd to ſee ſuch an abſurdity in a work ſo magnificent. 


The author's idea is partly borrowed from, a Latin Epigram 


much circulated while he was at Rome. 


* Redde Aquilam imperio, Gallorum lilia regi, 


Sidera redde Polo, cetera Braſchi tibi.“ 


$ See Hudibras, part 2, Canto 1, 


My morning ſtudies to apply 


1 
At eve, by way of recreation, 
I ſeek ſome crowded Converſation, 
You know true Britons keep in mind 
How they by ocean are disjoin'd 
From all the reſt of human kind, 


And ftill in foreign circles venture 
To make an #i/land in the centre, 


While o'er their heads the chandelier 
Doth like their Polar ſtar appear : 
So there I take my lawful ſtation 


And ſtrive with humourous contemplation 


mY 


To afternoon Society. 


Some talk of wh-ring—ſome of ſainting 
While I perhaps, intent on painting, | 
Amid the noiſe exclaim © Adagio” 
Mat ſubjefs here for Caravagio ! 
At old coquettes, and ſhrivell'd heaux 
I cry, what live Antiques are thoſe ? 
As blended in the motley throng 
Princes, and Prelates ſtalk along, . 
| Whoſe 


* Michael Angelo Caravagio, an excellent Painter of 
Caricature, | 


wich 


Diſmember'd ſtatues ill- reſtored 


How thus beneath religious ſeeming 
IJSuch vices as from PETRARCH's lyre 


Call'd tones of harſh reproof upon, 


1 


Whoſe buckram garments, round them thrown, 
And awkward limbs ſcarce ſeem their own, 


An apt compariſon afford; 

Or if a Cardinal J view, 

* Beneath whoſe ſkirts'of fable hue 
Peeps out a lining of red ſattin, 

A moral ſimile comes pat in, 


Full many a ſcarlet vice is teeming, 
No longer tun'd to ſoft deſire, 

This new and impious BABYLON : 
+Such as, if Boccace tell us true, 


Once made a Chriſtian of a Jew, 


T. Who 


* The uſual dreſs of the Cardinals is black om lined 
with red, and red ſtockings. 


+ Sonnet De Pempia Babilonia, ond'e fuggita 
{ Vide 2 Novella della 1. Giornata—Abraam Giudeo, da 


Gianotto di Civigni ſtimolato, va in corte di Roma, e vedendo 


la malvagita de VI, torna a Parigi e faſſi criſhano, 


9 
Who when th enormous guilt he ſaw, 
Confeſs'd with wonder and with awe, 
The church could only hold exiſtence 
By ſupernatural aſſiſtance. 
O Rows ! in thy reverſe I find 
A dread example for mankind, 
For never was thine ancient ſtate 
One half ſo virtuous and ſo great, 
As low and vicious are the race, 


Which now thine alter'd ſcenes debaſe ! 


EPIGRAM 


( 139 ) 


E P 16 .k:amn 


On ſeeing Maſs performed at a ſmall village on the 
| Road to NAPLEs, having HoRAcE's Journey to 
BRUNDUSIUM in the carriage to compare with 


the modern road. 


Dein Gnatia lymphis 
Iratis extructa dedit riſuſque jocoſque, 
Dum flammis fine thura liqueſcere limine ſacre 
Perſuadere cupit. Credat Judzus Apella, 
Non ego, rg 


No view this mummery while I ſtood, 
No miracle I there could ſpy 
Turn bread to fleſh, and wine to blood, 
luna believe ſuch ſtuff—not I! 


jo _ EPISTLE 
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EPISTLE rxom NAPLES, 
ä 


BERTIE GREATHEED Es 


AT ROM E. 


centre - 
URS'D in the aan} * of thy native land, 

Jo thee it's Genius with unſparing hand 
Dealt the rich products of that happy clime, 
The Patriot's flame, the Poet's flight ſublime, 
Strong ſenſe, unſullied honor, faithful love! 
Then led thy ſtep thro? foreign plains to rove 

That 


* diy — ht ; . . t. 

| Jouxson's Drer. 
Within the nave! of this hideous wood. 

| MiLTon's Comus. 

Mr. Greatheed's Seat is GUY's CLIFF in Warwickſhire, 

near the centre of England. | | 


E 
That neighboring nations might admiring ſee 
" genuine Britons are, or ought to be. 


Me Nature form'd with leſs exalted views, 
An humbler friend of Virtue and the Muſe, 
Yet early bade my panting ſoul aſpire 
Above the ſordid wiſh, the low deſire, 
Scorn groveling Vice, and pity Folly's brood, 
The wiſe to honour, and reyere the good, 
Nor far remote I truſt from good and wile, 
Is he who knows their high deſerts to prize: 
And tho' the Nine forbade me e er to gaze 
With eagle: eye on that o 'erpow ring blaze, 
| Beheld by thoſe who, bleſt of human race, 
On high Parnassvs met them © face to face,” 
Yet oft in gleams that charm my weaker ſoul 
Their ſkirts of glory to my view unroll. 


| Bleſt be the he Sas firſt where Azxo e 
His curious pebbles with exulting waves, 


As 


*The pebbles of the Arno admit of a very fine poliſh, and 
are often collected for cabinets of the curious. 
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As meeting maſſes of magnetic ſteel | 

Far from the mine th' attractive influence feel, 
Strangers we met beneath a foreign ſky, 

And Friendſhip bound us in her ſacred tye! 

Bleſt be that day !— not all that can invite 

My wandering feet, not all the dear delight, 
Which Painting, Sculpture, and the Muſe impart 
Can rival dearer Friendſhip in my heart, 


* Here where fair Fancy lov'd of old to dwell, 
And Science met her in each peaceful cell, 
Now ſenſual joys alone the ſtranger ſees, 
And letter'd leiſure chang'd to ſlothful eaſe : 
What then of verſe O GREATHEED ! ſhall I ſend. 
To tempt thy tardy ſtep to join thy friend, 
Or how can my officious ſtrain preſume 
To win attention from the wrecks of Roms ? 


| Who ſeeks to climb the ſteep aſcent of Fame 


And leave mid Bards enroll'd a glittering name, 
| „ Muſt 


* Nam molles urbi ritus, atque hoſpita muſis 
Otia et exemptum curis gravioribus ævum, 
Sirenum dedit una ſuum et memorabile nomen 


Parthenope,— 
| SiL. IrALicus. lib. 12: 


6435 
Muſt far from life's tumultuous ſcenes retire 
To fan in lonely ſhades the Poct's fire; 
At morn he riſes with the Nine to rove, 
At eve he meets them in the twilight grove, 
Till, labor'd long, appears the finiſh'd rhime, 
Smooth, yet energic, ſimple, yet ſublime 4 
* More artleſs flows the Trav'ler's haſty line, 
No time has he to poliſh and refine, 
While numerous objects ſhare his roving mind, 
The laws, the arts, the manners of Mankind; 
of paſt events th' Hiſtorian's faithful page, 
Their blended influence on the preſent age ; 
With all that varying Nature can ſupply 
Of new and wond'rous to th' enquiring eye. 
If then from theſe purſuits my fancy ſtray 
To pluck with deſperate hand exotic bay, 
Tis that while rapt J preſs ITALIAN earth, 
n gave ſo many Bards and Heroes birth, 
Where 


* Arioſto has a pleafant expreſſion on the impoſſibility of 


cloſe ſtudy when a ym! is n Me. from 1 
to place. 


Vedi ſe per le balze, e per le foſſe 
Jo pote va imparar Greco, 0 Caldeo- 


( 144 ) 


Where moſt has ſhone each ſoothing art, beſtow'd 


To ſtrew with flow'rs life's melancholy road; 
Unſkill'd to write, unable to refrain, 


From my warm heart burſts forth th' unbidden ſtrain: 


That Muſe I court, who in this favor'd clime 
Pours from her darlings inſtantaneous rhime, 

* Who ſtil] CoriiLa's warbled lay inſpires, - 
And warm in age preſerves her wonted fires; 


Tho' muſick's touch the harmonious ſtrain prolong 


To each new tune ſhe bends th' obedient ſong ; 
With charmed ears young Poets flock around, 
And all Azxcap1a kindles at the ſound ! 

Oh! that to my aſpiring thought were given 
Some portion of that precious boon of Heav'n, 
While through AusoxIAx plains in haſte I rove 
To catch ſome features of each ſcene Ilove, 
The tide of verſe in rapid meaſures roll, 
And paint the ſtrong emotions of my ſoul ! 


* CorILLA is the Arcadian name of Signora Maddalena 


by 


Then 


Morelli Fernandez, a celebrated Improviſatrice flill living, 


who was publickly crown'd with laurel at Rome, ſhe gene- 
rally fings her own extempore compoſitions to ſome muſical 


accompanyment. The Arcadians are a well known Poetical 


Society of that city. 
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Exulting ſmiles upon the neighb'ring deep, 


( 4 
Then, as my feet approach the hallow'd tomb, 


* Where Mao ſlept by PavusiLieeo's gloom, 
A Briton's homage ſhould again be paid, 


And my free ſtrain apoſtrophize his ſhade ! 
+ And near, where MERGELLINA's flowery ſteep | 


Once 


* The Tomb of Virgil is at the entrance of the Grotto 


of Paufilippo, there is a fine Poem upon it in Dodſley's 
| Miſcellany. | | 


+ Exciſo in ſcopulo, fluctus unde aurea canos 
Deſpiciens, celſo ſe culmine Mergilline 
Attollit, nautiſque procul venientibus offert. 


Sannaz. De partu Virgin, lib. 1. 


The Piſcatory Eclogues of Sannazarius have been very 
ſeverely treated, in an Eſſay on Paſtoral Poetry in the 


Guardian, ſee No. 28 and 32, Who can pardon him,” ſays 


the ingenious Critic, © for his arbitrary change of the ſweet 
manners and pleaſing objects of the country, for what in 
their own rature are uncomfortable and dreadful ?” Such 
cenſures are death to all attempts at originality, and would 
for ever keep us in the trammels of imitation. As to the 
ſweet manners and pleaſing objects of the country, it is to 

1 | be 
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Once SAXKZARIUS led the wond'ring Nine 
+ To ſleek their ſoft locks with the amber brine; 
| There when fair Cynthia decks with ſtreaks of gold 
Each wave that gently to the ſhore is roll'd, 
While with flow Pace the long feluccas glide, 
Feathering their oars on the becalmed tide ; 
Or when more gloomy Night with fable pall 
Of undiſtinguiſh'd darkneſs covers all, 
＋ Save where the fiſher's lamp with feeble ray 
Allures to ſpeedy death the finny prey ; . 
From their dark caves, and coral-paven bed, 

Each liſtening Sea-nymph lifts her dropping head, 
In vain they linger near the ſilent ſhore 
For it reſounds the voice of ſong no more! 


And 


be fear'd the ſhepherds of moſt countries are, in fact, to the 
full as corrupt as the Neapolitan fiſhermen, and no perſon ' 
who has ſeen the beautiful bays and rich ſhores round N aples, 
will call ſuch ſcenery uncoriifortable and dreadful. 


1 Slecking their ſoft alluring locks. | 
| MiLrox's Comvs: 


+ Alludes to the method of catching fiſh in a dark night | 
at Naples—they are attracted * the light and then ſtruck 
with a marpoon. 


E 
And oft on CHIALAs banks, in muſings loft, 
My raptur'd eye ſurveys th' oppoſing coaſt, 
Where dwelt the Bard who bade his oaten reed 
To the ſtern trump, and golden harp ſucceed. 
Thoſe cultur'd vales, thoſe viny ſhades between, 
He learn'd to paint the high-wrought paſtoral ſcene, 
+ And as the God he ſung, with equal power, 
Reigns in the hero's tent, and ſhepherd's bower, 
GoDFRoY's fierce flame, AMINTA's ſofter pain, 
Still charm alike in his immortal ſtrain. 
+ What tho' the cold BoiLEAvu with envious rage 
Has dar'd to blot the honors of his page, 
” ng Th' 


* Sorrento, the birth place of Taſſo. 


+ Perche ovunque io miſia io ſono Amore, 
Ne paſtori non men che ne gli heroĩi. 
i AMNTA. 
r Le Clinquant du Taſſe, Boileau. Sar. 9. The author 
would be ſorry to be ſuſpected, by this preference he ventures 
to give to Italian Poetry, of being inſenſible to the energy of 
Corneille, or the elegant correctneſs of Racine, but he is of 
opinion that the French language is not favourable to the 
ſublime of Heroic Poetry, which is confirmed by the judicious 


Fenelon having wittten his Telemaque in proſe. The moun- 


tains of the South .of France, in a conſiderable extent” of 


country round Marſeilles, are the moſt barren and deſolate 
the author has ever ſeen, 


( 148 ) 
Th' Italian Muſe her Gallic Siſter mocks, 
Faint as her lily—barren as her rocks ! 


Here oft I mark what trees and plants around 
Point the clear ſky, and deck the fertile ground ; 
The flowering hawthorn, ilex ever green, 

The darker pine that proudly towers between, 

The Indian fig that loves the ſunny bank, 

The iris blooming on the border dank, 

The wide-leav'd aloe on the mouldering wall, 
The pointed cypreſs, and the poplar tall, 

The naked vine/that trails upon the ground, 

The orange grove with golden fruitage crown'd, 
The lover's myrtle, breathing odorous balm, 

The peaceful olive, and victorious palm: 

Yet ah! tho' now all beauteous glow the ſcene, 
How ſoon ſhall ruin blaſt each cheerful green! 
Lo! where SEBETHUS winds, with feeble power, 
His ſtruggling current choak'd by aſhy ſhower, | 
Lo 


* The Sebethus, now called fiume della Maddalena, is al- 
moſt choaked up by errupuons from Veſuvius, the Monte 


Novo which is above 1000 feet high and three miles round, - 


| fills the greateſt yor$ of the ſpace —_— was occupied by che 
Luerine 


(9 ) 


Lo! a tall mountain ſlopes his rugged ſide 
Where Pleaſure ſported on the Luckixx tide; 
B/ fire ſubdu'd th' impriſon'd waters ſleep, 


| 
# 


And o'er their injur'd urns the Naiads weep; 
So on the Trojan plain, unaw'd by Jove, 
With foaming XAnTHOUS fiery VULCAN ſtrove, 
The boiling flood beneath the God's diſdain, 
Pleaded his lucid wave and golden ſands in vain. 
* Here whelm'd PUTEOLI low ſinks her head, 


And miles around CUM#AN fragments ſpread, 
There two fair cities, not unknown to fame, 
(T his bore a God's, and that a Hero's name) 
Late reſcued from oblivious night, allure 
To caverns deep, their treaſures to procure, 
And the rapacious modern's delving toil 
Reward with ancient pride's long-buried ſpoil. 
Methinks, where'er I take my caſual round, 
A warning voice breathes awful through the ground, 
To 


 Lucrine Lake, and was thrown up in the year 1538, in the 
ſpace of 48 hours, for a more particul?- deſcription of this 


wonderful eruption, ſee Ferber's letters from Italy. 


* The ruined cities of Puteoli and Cumæ, are on one ſide 
of Naples, and thoſe of Herculaneum and Pompeii on the 


other, all four were deſtroyed by volcanoes. 


A 
To thee PARTHENOPE ! it loudly calls, - 
And the ſame fate denounces on thy walls ! 
| | _ Weak mind of man that of the preſent vain : 
Thinks not of paſt diſtreſs, or coming pain, 
On the ſame Lava that, with fiery ſweep, 
Roll'd o'er their fathers in their fearleſs ſleep, 
New roofs they raiſe, exulting view the vine 
By inward heat with quick luxuriance ſhine. 
Tho' now they kindly lend a genial power, 
Thoſe treacherous flames ſhall at ſome fated hour 
Burſt furious forth, each boaſted ſcene deface, 
And whelm the preſent or the future race 
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If Baia's ſhores invite my wondering eye 
Thoſe humbled haunts of pride and luxury, 
Penſive I view, with retroſpective thought, 
What changes there the wizard Time hath wrought, 
Through mouldering walls ſulphureous vapors riſe, 

The once-gay bath a ſhapeleſs ruin lies, 


The works the wizard time hath wrought. | 
CoLLixs's OpE to Liberty. 


( 
Low in the wave the crumbling villa falls, 
And boats ride tilting o'er the marble halls ! . 


From theſe I turn, and other ſcenes explore, 
tCava's deep glens, AMALF1's jutting ſhore, 
Where ivied rocks the ſhadowy vales o erbrow, 
And countleſs ſtreams in mingled murmurs flow ; 
Or where proud promontories part the tide, 

And in the ſheltering bays the veſſels ride. 

There wild SALvAaToR cull'd each dreadful grace, 
Bade fancied murders throng the quiet place, 
Fond with imperious art, that ſcorn'd controul, 
To pierce, to rouſe, to terrify the ſoul. 

To milder CLAupE a different ſtyle was giv'n, 
A temperate hand, and colors & dipt in Heav'n, 
There, as his flow ſtep trod the dewy lawn, 

He watch'd the progreſs of the ſtruggling dawn, 


+ — With beaked prow _ 


Rode tilting o'er the waves, 


PARADISE Los r, bk. 11. 


1 In the neighbourhood of Salerno, theſe romantic ſpots 
were the fayorite ſtudies of Salva tor Roſa, and Claude 


Lorraine. 


—— — . — — 


. 
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} 
| 


$ Skirted his loins and thighs with downy gold 


And colours dip'd in Heav'n. 
. | | PARADISE Los r, bk. g. 


4 — 4 —_ _ IN” —— — — 
VI MO SAI —— — ——— — — — — — — — — — — 
x 


* 


Or mark'd at eve, how light's departing beam f 


Save through the glebe to their deſpiſed verge 


„ 


On the broad wave diſplay d it's golden gleam. 


But how ſhall next my ſorrowing Muſe diſcloſe 
The faded honors of the Patsran ROSE! 
Where gloom the Doric fanes in ſullen pride, | 8 
By man deſerted as the faithleſs tide, 
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The daring plough ſome ſickly peaſants urge, 
While grief- ful NRYTUxE, impotent to ſave, 
Eyes the lone wall from his retreating wave. 


O GREATHEED | haſte, the tedious rains are o'er, 
And Spring diffuſive ſpreads her bloomy ſtore ; 
Here joys excurſive through an ampler field 
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shall charm thee more than all e en Ro can yield, 


Tho' that great ſeat of empire and of art 

Of ancient pride preſerve a larger part; 

There Goths and Chriſtians with like fury dar d 
To plunder what the "RT of ages ſpar'd; 


—_— 


4 1 Bifericue Roſaria Paeſti, Virg. ang lib. 4. ; the ſea pro- 
bably waſhed the walls of Paeſtum, but has now left them. The 


| principal remains are three temples of the old Doric architecture, 


Neptune was the Patron Deity of the place, which that name 
fignifies in the Phenician language, and Poſidonium in the 
Greek, and it was called Neptunia by the Romans, 
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+ Rapacious pontiffs ſanctified each theft, 

And War defaced what Avarice had left; 

I On peaceful tombs ſtern battlements were ſpread, 
And ſoldiers trod the aſhes of the dead, 


While the fair temple's injur'd colonnade 
To vulgar ſheds an humble prop was made. 


Here from each change of N ature Beauty ſprings, | 


As firſt from chaos roſe the form of things. 
| a | Fire 


+ The Popes plundered the ruins for materials to build 


palaces. 


+ The Tomb of Cecilia Metella and ſeveral others, as well 
as ſome of the Triumphal Arches were made into fortreſſes _ 
during the civil wars of the Guelphs and Ghibellines : the 
Portico of the Temple of Antoninus and Fauſtina has the 


marks of a roof that was built againſ it. 


* It is now generally allowed, that the iſlands of Niſida 
Procida, and Iſchia near Naples, as well as the ifles of Lipart' 
the Archipelago, thoſe lately diſcovered in the South Seas 
and many others in different parts of the globe were entirely 
formed by Volcanoes—The lakes of Agnano and Mare 
Morto near Naples, of Albano and Genſano near Rome, 


which bear evident marks of having been craters of volcanic | 


mountains, are inſtances of water ſucceeding in the place of 


X 5 fire 


( 154 ) 
Fire in mid ocean throws a new-born iſle, 
Where flame once raged the watr'y mirrors ſmile: 
Where once the eye no verdure could explore, 
In glades and glooms behold the tuſked boar! 
Where barren tracts the late eruption ſhew, 


Waſte is the ſcene—to fertilize anew, 


Plains riſe to mountains, mountains fink to plains, 
Yet o'er the dread confuſion ORDER reigns ! 


* 


fire—the King of Naples now hunts boars in the woods of 


Aſtruni, which place has alſo deciſive marks of having been 


formerly a crater—that mountains are ſuddenly formed out 


of plains, ſee note, page 148 : and it is equally true, that in 


proceſs of time they fink again to plains by falling into the void 
occaſioned by the eruptions : this appears in the Campania of 
Rome, and the country about Viterbo. | 
All theſe are facts well known to perſons acquainted with: 
the theory of Volcanoes, and thoſe who wiſh to enquire 


more minutely into theſe great operations of nature, are re- 


| ferred to Recherches ſur les volcans eteints du Vivarais et du 


Velay par Monſieur Faujas de St. Fond, Lettres ſur Vhiſtoire 
Naturelle de l'Italie, par Monſieur Ferber, Sir William Ha» 
milton's obſervations on Volcanoes, and the other works of 
the beſt Natural Philoſophers, who havewritten on the ſubjeCt. 


ODE 


0 153 


WRITTEN DURING THE 
s 1 K 


N Britain's Iſle thick fogs ariſe, 
With darkening wings that veil the ſkies, 
And blunt the ſolar ray; | 
But there fair Freedom's hallow'd ſhrine, 
There + Arts, and Arms, and Commerce ſhine, 


And he their brighter day. 
For 


* The Siroc is a ſouth-eaſt wind, ſaid by the Abb> Winck- 
lemann, to be the ſame asthe Latin Africus, though the 66 cre- | 
berque procellis Africus“ of Virgil, and ( protervus Africus“ 
of Horace, ſeem neither of them deſcriptive of 1t—it is moſt 
dreaded by the Italians, on account of its oppreflive heat, f 
and the extraordinary e it occaſions. N A 


+ By Arts here are to be underſtood the uſeful ones, for 
which England is as much remarkable, as Italy for the ele- 


gant and ornamental, 


6 


For different charms, by Poets taught, 

ITaL14's boaſted clime I ſought, 
And trod her flowery plain ; 

Thee roſe-lip'd Health I hoped to find, 

Thy cheering ſky, thy balmy wind; 
But now that hope is vain! 


What horrid force uſurps the air, 
And, leagu'd with Anguiſh and Deſpair, 
h Impells the ſultry gales? : 
With nerves relax'd, and languid eye, 
I fee the ſhrinking Pleaſures fly ; 

| The fierce Sixoc prevails! 


Far off the ſprightly Muſe retires, 
Deſponding damps have quench'd her fires, 
And all her joys depart; 
See in their ſtead terrific Spleen 
Preſents a wild diſorder'd ſcene, 
$| And ſhakes th' ideal dart! 


Sad images of loſt delight, 
No more fair Nature's charms invite, 


(19 3 


In ſighs. the zephyrs moan; 
Mute are the ſongſters of the grove, 
Diſconſolate the heifers rove, 

The waters ſeem to groan! 


Een Love deſerts the drooping plain, 
| Cloſe to his fair the pow'rleſs ſwain 
Stands with averted gaze; 
Nor courts the liſtleſs nymph his arms, 
Nor ſhews with artful lure her charms 
The lingering flame to raiſe. | 


Dire fevers rage—the parched throat 
And alter'd pulſe their ſway denote; 


The ſoul's oppreſs'd with gloom; 
And *mid ſuch woes, with tempting mien, 


Pale Suicide, by Fancy ſeen, 
Points to a friendly tomb 


Does he, whom Heav'n's avenging ire 
Condemn'd to dwell mid penal fire, 
| Here take his deſtin'd way ; 
And ſend his noxious burneng breath, 
Loaded with fell diſeaſe and death, 
To blaſt a ſcene ſo gay! 


Tis 
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1 
Tis ſaid, on ſome benighted ſhore, 
Him as a God weak men adore, 
Not led by love but fear; 
Neer yet ſo dread a cauſe was known, 
To bow before his awful throne, 
His influence felt fo near. 


But to a higher Power we bend, 


Father of All! thy lightnings ſend, 


His pois nous breath diſpel ! 
Appall'd the trembling Fiend ſhall fly, 
Mindful when from th'etherial ſKky, 

Hurl'd by thy bolt he fell! 


Written 


( 


Written in the ALBUM of the GRANDE CHAR- 
TREUSE near GRENOBLE, on returning home 


through FRANCE. 


ENCE the loud laugh, the feſtal ſong, 
Hence Mirth with all thy train! 

Ol vacant minds the buſtling throng, 

The giddy, and the vain! 


To other ſcenes let theſe repair 
Where Pleaſure ſpreads her ſtores, 

Melts to conſent the panting fair, 
The viny nectar pours. 


Where pert Parifians fluttering ſhine, 
Thro' modiſh raptures rove, 
The * petit ſouper” gaily join, | 
And ſpin the perfect love. | My 


Filer le parfait amour a Pariſian Phraſe, 


— 
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Or where looſe Venice, leſs refin'd, 
And earlier found to cloy, 

On the ſmooth ſea, at eaſe reclin'd, 
Glides to the coarſer joy. 
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Theſe have I known—but now no more 

Through frolic paths I roam, 
Paths, if the loitering ſoul explore, 
They lead not to it's home. 
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So glancing ſwallows ſkim the tide, 
So lightly dip their plume, 

And, when the faithleſs wave is tried, 
Their towering flight reſume. | 


Hail, cloiſter'd ſhades! which moſt revere 
I) be tuneful and the good, 

To Virtue as to Fancy dear, 

Te raiſe my ſerious mood. 


And conſcious Science ſtill ſhall own, 
When all was gloom around, 
Her dying embers could alone 
In cloiſter'd ſhades be found. 
8 | Bright 


| „ 
Bright kindred powers that cities fly 
To dwell with ſolitude; 
Here may they prompt the holy ſigh, 
The worldly wiſh exclude! 


While Piety that ſeeks the ſky, 
Firm Faith's ſeraphic fire, 
Sit pleading in each lifted eye, 

Each oriſon inſpire. 


Fathers! forgive this haſty verſe 
Which blots your offer'd page, 
Unſkill'd my tranſports to rehearſe 

With Gzav's diviner rage. 


Of all whoſe ſtep permitted roves 

Theſe regions of delight, 

Theſe clefted rocks, this night of groves, * 
_ How few like him can write! 


Yet lives there one to whom the Muſe 
E'er dealt her feebleſt ray, 
Who ſhall in grateful ſong refuſe 
Your welcome to repay: _ 


d 4 | In 


* Nemorumque noctem. Gray's Ode written at the ſame 


place. 


162) 


( 
In his cold breaft may Fancy die, 


No rapturous thought prevail; 


Be Nature torpid to his eye, 


— 
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And all her wild notes fail! 


EPIGRAM 


62 
E PI G R A M 
ON THE © 
LAY no nunend 
AT AMSTERDAM 


Being ſhut on Saturday night on account of the Com- 


munion being adminiſtered the next day. 


IGOTS at home, and infidels abroad, 

— Traitors to man, and hypocrites to God! 
Who here with ſeeming piety. can teaze us, 
And ſhur the Play-Houſe for the love of Jzsvs, 
Fet at Jayan, this fiery zeal grown cold, 

Sell with your wares your very faith for gold, 

* Chriſtians no more, but Dutchmen then and ſcoffers, 
You trample on the croſs—to fill your coffers. 

Y 2 | Vile 


* There being a law in the kingdom ef Japan, that no 


Chriſtians are to be admitted there, it is ſaid this indefatigable 


people erade it by trampling on the eroſs and declaring they 
T2 are 


E 
vile race! could I your ſacrament ordain, 
Thoſe lips ſhould neither bread nor wine profane, 


But all your manners keep conſiſtent union, 
And Pipes and Gin ſhould be your ſole Communion ! 


are not Chriftians but Dutchmen. The author hopes he will 
be pardoned having in this epigram indulged ſome ſpleen 
againſt the only country he ever paſſed through without 
owing acknowledgements to the natives, for their kindneſs to 


him. He had ſome recommendations, but experienced no 


hoſpitality except from his own countrymen who dwell there ; 


and when he went to Haarlem on purpoſe to view the cele- 
brated Electrical Machine, belonging to the philoſophical 


| foundation, for the eſtabliſhment of which Mr. Teyler a 


rich merchant bequeathed the whole of his immenſe fortune ; 
he and his friend on making the moſt polite application, 
were firſt detained by being defired to ſend their names, and 

after complying with this formality, and a further detention 
of ſeveral hours, they were informed ſo many tickets of 
admiſſion had been given that day, no more would be grant- 


ed. It is for the honor of Europe, that Holland is the 
only country in which travellers are n with this grofs 
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VERSEs 


1 


TOA 
LADY 4T B 4 ©. 
With Copies of ſome of the foregoing Poems. 


OMEN, bleſt beyond all meaſure! 
Fate permits you to beſtow 
Every honour, every pleaſure, 
We poor men enjoy below. 


Venus leads, and Lovers follow 
Secking myrile wreaths from you, 
And the Poet's God AroLLo 
Bids you give the laurel too. 


” SAME IN APES DET STU as IA, B 


( 166 ) 


For when Daynane from him flying 

Saw herſelf a Dryad grown, | 1 
ProeBus, ſtill for women ſighing, 

Swore the tree ſhould be their own. 


2 


Let not me, in vain ambitious, 
Hope theſe blended wreaths were mine: 
Let the myrile be propitious, | 
And the laurel I reſign ! 


Inſcription 


(167 


 InscRIPTION for a SEAT under an Ivv- 
Busx on the Banks of the Avon, at 


GUY's CLIFF. 


FRIEND of Nature! linger here, 
She courts thee to this ruſtic ſeat ; 
Her green roof bids this jvy rear, : 
And ſpreads her carpet for thy feet. 


Not ſplendid domes of Attic art, : 
Not fretted vault, or marble floor, 
Can joys like theſe calm ſcenes impart, 
Can peace like theſe calm ſcenes reſtore, 


If daring feats of ancient fame 
Raiſe emulation's panting ſighs, 
Guy's awful ſhade ſhall bleſs thine aim, 


And whiſpering prompt the bold empriſe. 


If Genius warm thee, SyHaxsPeaRE here 
Shall bid thy magic hand employ | 

* The pencil of the vernal year, 
The keys of horror, and of j oy. 


Ir 


8 See Gray's mention of Shakeſpeare in his Ode on the 
progreſs of Poetry. 
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( 168 } ) 


If more thou ſeek contentment's ſource, 
Which life's ſequeſter'd vale beſtows, 

Like Avon's be thy ſilent courſe, 

Diffuſing plenty where it flows ! 


* The eminent beauty of this place, the reſidence of 
the renowned Guy Earl of Warwick, is mentioned by Le- 
land, Dugdale, and Camden. Leland ſays of it“ Nemuſ- 
culum ibidem opacum, fontes liquidi et gemmei, prata florida, 
antra muſcoſa, rivi levis et per ſaxa decurſus, nec non 
folitudo et quies Muſis amiciſſima.“ See Dugdale's War- 


- 


wick(lure. 


\ | SONNET 


T 0 | 
Mrs. MONTAGU, 


Occaſioned by having paid her a viſit juſt after ſeeing 
the Tomb of SHAKSPEARE, at STRATFORD upon 


AV ON. 


A? late the ſpot I ſought, with ardor keen, 
Where ſtill lone Avon wails her SHAKSPEARE 
. dead; 
With ſorrowing heart I view'd the joyleſs ſcene, 
« And is, I cried, © the Bard's creation fled?” 


His elves that frolick'd in the ſtar-light ſheen ' 
Creep to their acorn cups, and hide the head ; 

And © the quaint mazes on the wanton green,” 
All undiſtinguiſh'd lie © for lack of tread!” 


2 Penſive 


( 179 ) 


Penſive I wept—when, iſſuing from the tomb, 
This welcome voice I heard, or ſeem'd to hear, 

te What boots to me thy ſorrow's fruitleſs gloom, 
ce To the © hneaded clod” thy unavailing tear? 


«© Go rather, with pure joy, and reverence due, 


« My Spirit ſeek that lives in Moxracu!“ 


TRANS. 


TRANSLATIONS 


IMITATION S. 


LA, 


( 172 ) 
„ PARODY ON THE CELEBRATED 


The Engliſh Tranſlation fi om the Spectator, No. 229. 


LEST as th' immortal Gods is he, 
The youth who fondly ſits by thee; 
And hears and ſees thee all the while 
Softly ſpeak, and ſweetly ſmile. 


Twas this deprived my ſoul of reſt, 
And rais'd ſuch tumults in my breaſt; 
For while I gaz'd, in tranſport loſt, 
My breath was gone, my voice was loſt. 


My boſom glow'd, the ſubtle flame 
Ran quick thro' all my vital frame; 
O'er my dim eyes a darkneſs hung, 
My ears with hollow murmurs rung. 


In dewy damps my limbs were chill'd, 


8 My blood with gentle horrors thrill'd; 


My feeble pulſe forgot to play, 
I fainted, ſunk, and died away! 


C 98-3 
FRAGMENT O F SAPPH 0. 


To. a so. 


URST as the Devil himſelf is he, 

Th' unhappy wretch who's tied to thee ; 
Who hears and ſees thee every hour 
Talk ſo loud, and look ſo ſour. 


Tis this deprives my ſoul of reſt, 
This raiſes horrors in my breaſt; 
For oft, in ſudden anguiſh toſt, 
My courage fails, my voice is loſt. | 


My hair's erect, unuſual dread 
O'er all my vital frame is ſpread; 
My ſcared eye-balls ſhun the ſight, 
Deaf are my ears with dire affright. 


Cold ſweats my trembling members feel, 
Terrific fears my blood congeal; 
Reſolv'd at laſt no more to ſtay, 

I riſe—take breath and run away! 


HORACE 


* This little Parody is rather out of its place in the preſent 


collection, having been written ſeveral years ago, when the 


author was a boy at ſchool, and was imperfectly inſerted i, in 


the Gent. Mag. for Nov. 1775. 
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HORACE, Ops 4. Book 2. 
Septimi, Gades aditure mecum. 


ImITATED, to THomMas Towers, Esd. 


OF THE INNER TEMPLE, 


* Towtrs! who dar'ſt with me to brave 
The hidden rocks, the foamy wave, 5 
That guard the Nox MAN coaſt, 
Whence came our foes, in evil hour, 
What time of HaroLD's vanquiſhed power, 
Stern WILLIAM made his boaſt, 


To various climes by fancy led, 
At length, when wandering thoughts are fled, 
Be Vreris my retreat; 
There, by Mepina's flowery ſide, 
| Ye Powers, who o'er my life preſide, f 
Appoint my rural ſeat! 


Or, if my friend prefer to dwell 

Where Camsz1a's lofty mountains ſwell, 
And proudly pierce the ſky; 

Well pleas'd to breathe a keener air 

In ſcenes remote from noiſe and care, 


To that bleſt ſpot I fly. 


| T EW 


Whate'er the climes I chance to ſee, 
Thou BRTraix! ftill art dear to me, 
And ſtill I love thy plains: 
What tho' thy northern ſite refuſe - 
To yield the vine's nectareous juice 
To cheer thy fainting ſwains; 


What tho' in thee no trav ler roves 8 
Through ſpicy walks, or orange groves, 
| Yet richer gifts are thine; 
And while, protected in their toil, 
Freedom endears the niggard ſoil, 
Thy ſons ſhall not repine. 


At that dread hour, for come it muſt, 
When theſe poor limbs ſhall join the duſt, 
Be thine that laſt bequeſt; 
Then from the turf that wraps my clay 
Kind Towexs ſhall pluck the weeds away, 
And bid my ſpirit reſt! | 


ö 
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Mons1EuR LE Duc DE NIVERNO IS ayant demandé 
a MADPAME La MARECHALE DE MIRETOIS 
une boucle de ſes cheveux, elle la lui envoya avec 
les vers ſuivants. 


ES voila! les cheveux depuis long tems blanchis, 
D' une longue union * ſoient pour vous le 
gage! 

Je ne regrette rien de ce que m'otat l'age, 

II na laiſſé de vrais amis. 

On m' aime preſqu' autant, et j'aime d' avantage, 

L'aſtre de l' amitie luit dans I' hiver des ans, 

Fruit un du gout, de l'eſtime, & du tems; 
On ne s' y meprend plus, on cede a ſon * 
Et l' on joint ſous les cheveux blancs 

Aux charmes de s' aimer le droit de ſe le dire. 


N — — 
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PPC 1 ea nos, 


REPONSE DE MONSIEUR LE DUC. 


UOT! vous parlez de cheveux blancs ! 
Laiſſons, laiſſons, courir le tems, 
Que vous importe ſon ravage ! 
Les tendres coeurs en ſont exempts, 
Les Amours ſont toujours enfants, 
Et les Graces ſont de tout age, 
Pour moi, Themire, je le ſens, 
Je ſuis toujours dans mon printems 
Quand je vous offre mon hommage ; 
Si je n'avois que dix-huit ans, 
Je pourrois aimer plus long tems, 
Mais non pas aimer d'avantage, 


FROM 


FROM 
MADAME 1a MARECHALE ve MIREPOIS 
* 0: 
MONSIEUR 1s DUC ps NIVERNOIS, 
WITH A LOCK OF HER HAIR, 
1 r A F R 


EH OL this lock which deck d my face 
But reft of all its former grace; 
Long ſince hath Time forbade to ſhine 
Fach youthful charm that once was mine, 
Yet while my faithful friends remain, 
I cannot of his thefts complain : 
They love me {till—I love them more, 
Such joys have J with treſſes hoar. 


Friendſhip's bright ſtar with purer rays 
Gilds the calm evening of our days; 
No longer then, to doubts a prey, 
We dread fierce Love's imperious ſway; 
| A a And 
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And, if a ſoft emotion riſe, 


Suſpect him veil'd in friendſhip's guiſe; 
For well we know his power 1s o'er, 
He flies abaſh'd from treſſes hoar. 


Nor longer then does Cuſtom bind 
In tyrant chains the captive mind, 


And, when a tender thought we feel, 


Bid us that tender thought conceal; 


But without bluſhing we impart 
The chaſte affections of the heart: 


This freedom, ne'er enjoy d before, 
Has age beſtow'd with treſſes hoar, 
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THE ANSWER, 


TALK not thus of “ treſſes hoar,” 
Let Time his deſtin'd courſe purſue; 
For, Mira, we muſt ſtill adore | 
The charms he cannot ſteal from you. 


Th' immortal beauties of the mind 
Elude the fell deſtroyer's rage; 

The Loves in conſtant youth we find, 
The Graces are of every age. 


For me, while J ſo far am bleſt 
To hear thee, and thy ſmiles behold, 
A youthful rapture fires my breaſt, 
And I forget that I am old. 


If I had at this preſent hour 

Juſt eighteen ſummers meaſur'd o'er, 

I might have longer felt thy power; 
But ah! I could not feel it more! 


Aa 2 | IM I- 


Cn 


IMITATION OF ARIOSTO, 
SACRIPANTEs SOLILOQUY, 


2 ORLANDO FURIOSO, CANTO 1. 


* La Verginella > ſimile à la roſa, 


HE modeſt maid is like a beauteous roſe 
That on its native ſtalk expands ſo fair, 

In the protecting ſhade ſecurely blows, 

Nor flocks can browſe, nor ſhepherds riot there. 
Nurs'd by the kindly ſoil, and gentle rains, 

The perfum'd zephyrs, and the dews of morn; 
Sought by the love-lorn maids, and graceful ſwains, 

Their breaſts to ſcent, or their fair brows adorn. 


But from its parent branch if raſhly torn, 
Too ſoon it's withering leaves in air are toſt; 

Of Heav'n the pity, and of Earth the ſcorn, 
It's grace, it's beauty, and it's pride are Joſt ! 
. Thus 


* Arioſto borrowed this beautiful ſimile from Catullus, 
Ut flos in ſeptis ſecretus naſcitur hortis, &c. 
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Thus if ſome rifler pluck that flower away, 

More precious far than all her beauty's ſtore, 
The humbled Nymph mult loſe her general ſway, 
O'er other breaſts ſhe then « can reign no more: 


Vile in all eyes but thoſe of Ls 
For whom, alas! too much ſhe knew to ſpare, 
his cruel Fortune! prompts my endleſs moan, 
To others bliſs, to me thou bring'ſt deſpair! 
Yet can my alter'd heart forget to love? 
Can I what dearer is than life reſign? 
Ah! ceaſe this breaſt to glow, this pulſe to move, 
And if I am not her's, let death be mine! 


ANOTHER 


Ee eee mo a _ 


ANOTHER OF THE SAME, 


MEDORO's INSCRIPTION, canTo xxIII. 


Liete piante, verdi erbe, limpid' acque 


Spelonca opaca, e di fredde ombre grata 


ARK cave, that ever doſt cool ſhades retain, 
Gay blooming flowers, ſoft herbs, and limpid 
ſpring, te” 
Where my kind fair, by others lov'd in vain, 
Would oft to me her yielding beauties bring. 
For all the tranſports which I here have known, 
All the dear aids that to your ſcenes belong, 
I can repay ye but with verſe alone, 


Take then the grateful tribute of my ſong ! 


And much all gentle lovers I intreat, 
Whether of mean or of illuſtrious line, 
Travellers of every kind, whoſe wandering feet 
May enter here, to join their vows with mine ; 
That on this cave, and flowers, and herbs, and tide, 
The ſun, and moon, and rural powers may ſhed 
Their influence kind, from hence conducting wide 
All flocks impure, and each unhallow'd tread! 


TRANSLA- 


1 
TRANSLATION 
OF THE FIRST CHORUS 
IN T A 8 0's AMINT A 
0 bella età dell' oro.” 


AGE of Gold, for ever bleſt! _ 
Not that each ſtream a milky wave, 
And honied drops each thicket gave: 
That Earth from her luxuriant breaſt 
Spontaneous harveſts then ſupplied, 
Where harmleſs ſerpents lov'd to glide : 
That no dark clouds their wings outſpread, 
Pure light o er laughing ſkies was ſhed, 


And jocund Spring eternal reign'd ; 
| Whoſe treſſes now too oft are ſtain'd | 
| With lingering Winter's ſtormy ſhower, | 
Or ſcorch'd by Summer's ſultry power; 

* Nor wandering pines to ſome far diſtant ſhore 
War s dread array, or Art's and Nature's treaſures 
bee. 


Nor 
* Ne porto peregrino 
O guerra, o merce agli altrur lidi il pino. 


. Vm! ae ee, + 5. 


— —— 
— — — — 
: 


( 184 ) 


But rather that thy empty name, 
Ol later times myſterious cheat, 
Idol of error, and deceit! 
Ne'er then upheld its haughty claim: 
Who fince weak man thou haſt enthrall'd, 
Art by the vulgar Honor call'd : | —B 
Thou ne'er didſt then thy arts employ 
To daſh the ſprightly cup of joy ; 
The terrors of thy awful throne 
To free born ſouls were then unknown 
But Liberty her ſway maintain d. 
And o'er each grateful boſom reign'd, 
Where Nature had this golden law impreſt, 
That muſt be ever right, which renders mortals bleſt. 


Then flowery vales, and ſtreams among, 
The little Loves undreaded play'd, 
And without bows or torches ſtray'd,. 
While Echo anſwer'd to their ſong. 
The nymphs and ſhepherds then reclin'd, Do 
In fond embraces gently twin'd; / 
Murmurs and whiſper'd ſighs were mix'd, 
And balmy kiſſes cloſely fix'd; 


Eack 


(en . 
Each bluſhing charm was then reveal'd, 
Now with ſuch ſtudious care conceal'd : 
The virgin's breaſts, of dazzling hue, 
*Like unripe apples met the view ; 
And oft the lover with his fair was ſeen 
Sporting in azure lakes the glaſſy waves between. 


Till ruthleſs Honor ſtrove to hide 
The fount of ever- dear delight, 
And its fair waters, ſparkling bright, 
To Love's impatient thirſt denied. 
Bade the bright eye's enchanting fire 
Within its ſilken fringe retire ; 
In artful braids the hair confin'd, 
That wont to wanton in the wind : 
Bade his imperious voice repreſs 
The tranſports of each ſoft careſs ; : 
Bind all our words in laviſh chain, 
Our ſteps with cruel art reſtrain; 
And, while his hated triumphs we deplore, 


Made that a theft become, which was a gift before. 
Bb This 


* E le poma del ſeno, acerbe e crudcs 


i 


(163 9 


This fatal change from Honor ſprings, 
His frown each trembling mortal fears, 
And Love and Nature ſink in tears. 

Fell tyrant thou of haughty kings FE: 

Shall now thy barbarous force invade 
The tenants of the peaceful ſhade ? 
Hence to the powerful and the great ! 
Diſturb their ſlumbers and their ſtate : 
While we like our forefathers live, 
And taſte the raptures Love can give: 
Yes—let us love while yonder ſun 
Through Heav'n's wide vault his courſe ſhall = 

run; x | 
Too ſoon, alas ! for us, his tranſient light © 
Shall ſink, no more to riſe, and leave eternal night! 


SECOND 
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SECOND CHORUS 
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IN 5 | : 
T A 8 S O A m 
Amore in quale n - 


AY mighty Love! by whom is taught 
Strongly to paint each rapturous thought 
When on thy pinions ſoars th' impaſſion'd ſoul; i 
What ſchool, what maſter can impart : 
The tender, yet the forceful art, | 
Soft ſympathetic tides through yielding breaſts to 
roll ? 


Not all the Attic train who ſtray'd 
In old Lyceum's piny ſhade, 
Not bright-hair'd Phoebus, nor the hallow'd 
Nine, - 
Too coldly ſtudious, can inſpire 
The pleading look, the & voice of fire, 
Which liberal Nature gives, and can alone be 
thine. 


B b 2 They 


3 Voce di foco. 
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They cannot raiſe the towering flight 
Of Fancy to that dazzling height, 
When proud thou reign'ſt ſole ona of the 
bat; © 
Thou only can'ſt thy votaries teach, 
Thy own high myſteries to reach, 
And by thyſelf alone thy meanings are expreſs'd. 


By thee the ſimpleſt mind divines 
Each amorous character that ſhine,  , 4 
Writ by thy hand within another's eyes; | 
By thee the looſen d tongue obtains 
To pour the warm energic ſtrains, 
And the new rhetoric finds with rapture and ſur- 


prize. 


And oft—ftrange eloquence of Love 
| Diſorder'd words, that feebly move 
| Broke by thick ſighs, can more expreſs the heart, 
Can breathe a more perſuaſive force 
Than learn'd or voluble diſcourſe, 


| And ſilence” ſelf excel the gloſing ſpeech of art. 
3 F | Then 


* Quelle mirabil coſe, | 
Che con lettere amoroſe 
Scrivi di propria man ne gli occhi altrui. 


6 
Then let the pallid ſtudent find 
Thoſe tedious tomes J leave behind, 
But give me ſtill to pore on Beauty's face ; 
And all his boaſted ſtrains ſublime 
Shall yield to my untutor'd rhime, ' | 
Which on the brown oaks bark with ruſtic hand I 
trace ! 
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THIRD CHORUS\ , 
IN 
ASB S O' AMIN TA. 


Non biſogna la morte. 


E T not proud Fame, with voice unkind, 
To blood - ſtainꝰd fields of death invite; 

Enough that in the noble mind 

Honor and faithful love unite. 


The laurel'd Hero, fierce in arms, 


The arduous path of danger tries, 
Yet Fame is found with gentler charms, 
To him who loves an eaſy prize. 


True lovers, with unvaried aim, 
- Love's high reward alone purſue, 


But oft, to fan the generous flame, 


Immortal Glory follows too ! 


IMITA- 
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IMITATION OF A SONNET 
"SF C61 . 


* Quando avran queſti luci e queſte chiome 


Perduto P oro e le faville ardenti.” 


9 that bright eye's enchanting beam 
No more it's living fire ſnall ſtream, 

Thoſe curls no more their gold diſplay, 

And all thoſe roſes die away; 

While Memory counts her beauties o'er, 

Mizanpa I ſhall ſtill adore, 


If the {kill'd artiſt's generous care 
Revive the tints that faded were, 
In ſpite of Time's deſtructive rage, 
The canvas glads a diſtant age, 
So ſhall my amorous verſe renew 
Each grace that now delights my view. 


When flown the charms that caus'd my pain, 
Not leſs ſhall Love his power maintain; 
Tho' ſome kind hand extract the dart, 

Still bleeds the penetrated part 5 

Tho' quench'd the torch's tranſient fire, 


The flames it kindled ſtill aſpire ! 
VF 


( 192 ) 
TRANSLATION 
FROM. 


nn An en 


| Ne la ſtagion che'l ciel rapido inchina.” 


AT the fofe hour of twilight gra, 

If When fades the landſcape on our eyes, 
And light's pure beam is borne away = 

Elſewhere to glad th' expecting ſkies; 

- The female Pilgrim, worn with age, 

Who treads alone the darkening waſte, 

ö Doubles her ſteps with anxious haſte, 

=: Till finiſh'd is her daily ſtage ; 

And wearied then, in peace reclin'd, 

| Refreſhing ſlumbers are beſtow'd, | 

1 That chace from her oblivious mind 

| . he horrors of the doubtful road, 

But ſtill new griefs the day- ſtar brings to me, 
And with increaſe of woe his parting ray I ſee. 


3 : 5 When 
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When rolls the ſun his flaming wheels. 

To yield to night's returning reign, 
And the vaſt ſhadow length'ning ſteals 
From loftieſt mountains o'er the plain; | 

+ The lab'rer takes his ruſtic arms, 

And, with rude ſhouts or ſimple ſong, 

Winding the various path along, 

Far from his breaſt all ſorrow charms 3 

Till on his board coarſe viands ſpread, 
Like thoſe primeval acorns lie 

Which mortals honor tho' they fly, 

And joy appears, and care is fled : 

Yet joy no more my ſuffering boſom knows, 
Nor can the rolling planets bring me ſhort repoſe. 


The ſhepherd, when yon orb of day 
Sinks like a bird into his neſt, 5 
And caſtern ſkies, in dark array, 
Make contraſt with the crimſon Weſt, 
| Cc | Song = 


* L'avaro zappador Vas arme ame borrowed 
from Virgil's Gæogiet, 0 Dicendum eſt quæ ſint duris 
agreſtibus arma.“ Mr. Maſon in his Engliſh Garden, has 
adopted the fame expreſſion. In the waſte 

Place thou that man with his primeval arms, 

His plough-ſhare and his ſpade.” 
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Leaving the mead, the grove, the brook, 
Home ward his way contented holds, 
Drives ſlowly: to the evening folds 

His drowſy: lock with guiding crook, 

And far from noiſe reclines ſecure 

In cave or hut with branches wove: 

Thou cruel Love! doſt then allure 

Still more my wakeful ſteps to rove, 

Purſuing her, who, like the timid hare; 
Stops but TR and mocks my reſtleſs care. 


To ſome calm port by tempeſts blown , 
The ſailor ſweet repoſe hath found, 
On the hard deck his limbs are thrown, 
And rugged garments wrap him round. 
Tho' Phoebus ſeeks the diſtant main 
Beyond th' Herculean columns tall, | 
1 And night's kind mantle covers all, | 
| = While men and beaſts forget their pain ; ; 
b My ſorrows ſill: increaſing flow, f 
g And each ſucceeding day is paſt 
1 In ſad exceſs of bitter woe, 
As vain and fruitleſs as the laſt! 
I ten long years have meaſured thus in grief, 
Unknowing when to ek. or how to hope relief. 
F W 
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Since ſome ſmall ſolace thence 1 find, 
Still let me pour the mournful ſtrain: 
Lo! where the Jooſen'd oxen wind 
From furrow'd hills wide o'er the plain; 
Yet ceaſe not theſe heart-rending ſighs, 
My heavier yoke is ne er remov'd;. 
No reſpite has this boſom prov'd, 
But day and night my tears arile! 
Ah me! ill fated was the hour 
When firſt I ſaw her matelileſs grace; 
Nor time, nor art, can now have power 
The ſtrong impreſſion to efface, 
Till ſeiz d by death this anxious life is o'er, 
Nor am I well aſſur'd I then ſhall love no more 


My ſong !—if any aſk thee, tell 
Where now retired I chuſe to dwell ; 

+ In the cloſed vale where Sox oA ſprings, 

While Love alone approaches nigh, 


Who to my thought her image brings 
For whom all human eps I fly ! ; 


* Moſt of Petrarch's Canzones conclude in this manner, 
with a ſhort addreſs to his ſong in different meaſure from the 
reſt of the Poem ; but this i is taken from another of them which 
pleaſed the tranſlator better than What followed in the original, 


+ Vaueluſe, elegant deſeriprions of which romantic ſpot 
the poetical reader may fee in Sir William Jones's Laura, 
and Les Jardins de Monf, PAbbe De Lille. 


Cena SONNET 


: 


SON N E T 
IMITATED FROM PETRARCH. 
Levommi il mio penſier in parte ov' era. 


ON Fancy's wing to that third Heav'n I flew, 
Where ſhe, whom J on earth ador'd in vain, 
In radiant beauty met my dazzled view; | 
Her charms improv'd, and ſoften'd her diſdain. 


Smiling ſhe faid, © If me you tilt purſue, 
Let not your cheek unceaſing ſorrows ſtain, 
10 But calm content its welcome reign renew; 
« Death took me early from a world of pain : 


«« Nor greater bliſs can now my foul employ, 
&« Till that fair veil which {till below remains, 
& And you that lov'd it to my hopes are giv'n; 


<« That union ſhall ere long complete my joy — 
She ceas'd—or I, ſo rapturous were the 

| | ftrains « 55 | 
Had died. with tranſport, and remain'd in 
Heav'n! Cd wits 
i _ IMFFA- 
* T1 mio bel velo. | 


. C- 197 ) 


» = = 


IM Ir „ k.0- 
er 2 
METASTASIO 
Serivo £ te  amato nome. 5 


verdant Laurel, at whoſe foot reclin'd, 
Forced from the fair Mix AND to depart, 
Her name I carve upon thy tender rind, 
As Love imprints it on my faithful heart. 


As thy fair leaves through varying ſeaſons ſhine, 
May ſhe her conſtant flame preſcrve for me; 

Nor eier my fond impaſſion'd hopes decline, 
Or like thy waving branches fruitleſs be. 


The ſun's beſt influence on thy roots be ſhed, 

| Kind be each gale, propitious ev'ry ſhower; : 
That with thy trunk her honor'd name may ſpread, 
Whoſe love enchants me with increaſing power! 


The 
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The Nymphs who haunt old Arxo's ſilver tide, 
And thoſe to whom the neighb'ring ſteeps are dear, 
All rural Deities, with ſylvan pride, 
Shall dance around thee each returning year, 


To thee all trees ſhall l a pine 
With envy thy ſuperior honors ſee; 
Thy glory Idumean palms outſhine, 
And een the Britiſh oak ſubmit to thee ! 


Thy wreaths alone my grateful brow ſhall bind, 
To thee will I confide my hopes and fears; 
My ſong ſhall tell thee when MigANDa's kind, 
| And if ſhe frown, III ente with tears. 


: REI EN 
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Beneath thy fhade may no unfaithful ſwain, 
No cruel maid with ſoft repoſe be bleſt; 
No birds of boding cry thy boughs profane, 
But Philomel alone chere build her neſt ! 


| 1] © MARINI 
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MARINIIMITATE D. 


8, envious of the ſprightly young, 


Too late by Love's ſoft power inſpired, 
Grown old and toothleſs STREPHoN ſung 
The laughing nymph. he moſt adm ired. 


/ 


cc What wreaths,” ſhe ſaid, ©* to thee belong 
5 «« If. Poets we to ſtvans compare, 

« Like their's foreboding death thy ſong, 
And whiter than their plumes thy hair. 


te Then freely take; poor feeble bard ! 
. The little that can thee delight; 
« If with a kiſs I thee reward, 
« At leaſt I know thou canſt not bite.” 
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ANGELO POLITIAN, 
4 Tuſcan writer of the fifteenth Century. 
UM pulchraeffertur nigro Simonetta pheretro, 
Blandus et exanimi ſpirat in ore lepos ; 


Nactus amor tempus quo non ſibi turba caveret, 
Jecit ab occluſis mille faces oculis, 


Mille animos cepit viventis imagine riſus, 


Ac morti inſultans, © eſt mea” Gn: 00 adhuc.“ 
1 M [ A BS D. 


EE! on her bier Sophronia calmly laid, 
Still in each feature beauty ſhines diſplay'd; 


And, unſuſpected by the mourning crowd, 
Love ſecret lurks beneath the veiling ſhroud, ; 


As tho' in ſleep's ſoft arms ſhe lay repoſed, 

Still ſends his darts from eyes ſo lately cloſed, 

Bids her fair face preſerve its ſmile divine, | 
And ſcorning Death, he cries, * ſhe ſtill is mine.” 


THE 


(n 


* THE STORY OF FRANCESCA, 
| FROM THE FIFTH CANTO OF 
DANTE's INFERN O. 


„or ſon venuto 


| g Fs. | 
La dove molto pianto mi percuote.“ 


A ND now a ſcene I view'd where cheerful day 

** Neer yet beſtow'd one joy-inſpiring ray, 

But mingled groans invade my ſtartled ear, 
Like the dread ſounds affrighted ſailors hear, 
When warring winds with adverſe fury ſweep 


The undulating boſom of the deep: 
b So 


* For the information of thoſe who happen not to have read 
Dante, it may be neceſſary to ſay that this Poem is an allego- 
rical fiction of his being conducted by Virgil to the infernal 
regions. He often occaſionally introduces hiſtorical facts, 
among which is this ſtory of Franceſca, the daughter of Guido 
da Polenta, lord of Ravenna, under whoſe government Dante 
paſſed the cloſe of his life. Franceſca was married to Lan- 
celot, the ſon of Malateſta, lord of Rimini, a gallant and | 
brave man, but deformed, haughty, and ung raceful; in which 

D d : 5 - IS 


* 


G 

So, blended all, I heard the diſtant yells 
Of fouls whom that infernal blaſt impells, 
And as it whirls along their rapid courſe, 
Inflicts new tortures with increaſing force; 
Till, here arriv'd, with more diſtinguiſh'd ſound, 
Shrill ſhrieks of woe, and blaſphemies abound. 
To this abhorred ſpot are thoſe convey'd 

Who were on earth by ſenſual luſt betray'd; 

Seen from afar as clouds of ſtarlings fail, 
VUnnumber' d borne upon the wintry gale; 

HFuddled, confuſed, along they ſeem to go, 

* Drifted Boch here, and there, above, below; 
Baniſh'd all hope that e' er their grief ſhould ceaſe, 
Grief that admits nor ſolace, nor decreaſe. 
But as they nearer throng th' aerial way, 
Like cranes they come in regular array; 


And 


0 his brother Paulo was exactly his oppoſite, being handſome, 
affable, and of elegant manners, The reſemblance of cha- 

Y racter between F ranceſca and Paula, and the frequent oppor- 

| tunities they had of being together, gave birth to a violent 

paſſion for each other, which produced an inceſtuous com- 
merce, that continued till it was diſcovered by the huſband, 

and ended by his killing them with the ſame blow, i in the ny 


moment of their guilty pleaſure. | 


* Di qua, di là, di ſa, di giù li mena- 


(203) 
and as thoſe birds ſend forth inceſſant moans, 
Through the dark air reſound their piercing oroans ! 
© What hapleſs victims theſe condemn'd to ſhare 
«« Eternal pangs of comfortleſs deſpair?” 
Curious I aſk'd, and VIRGII thus replied— 
« The firſt an Empreſs, and her ſway was wide, 
« In fin triumphant, deſtitute of ſhame, 
“ All vice ſhe foſter'd, to remove the blame 
© Of her own deeds; the marriage couch ſhe ſtain'd 
«© With blood, and after murder'd Nixvs reign'd. 
7 The next is ſhe who preſs'd the funeral pyre, 
« Falſe to S1cHoEUus' ſhade, and prey to new deſire. 
« T hen CLEOPATRA, and the wanton dame 
For whom proud ILiox's turrets ſunk i in flame, 
« ACHILLES next, who to his lateſt hour 
« Felt, and unwilling own'd Love's mighty power, 
« Paris and *TxrIsTaN—numbers more appear 
* By the ſame maſter ſent untimely here.“ 
While thus to me my kind conductor names 
Of ancient time the numerous kni ghts and dames 
Who there are loſt, and cannot hope relief, 


TROY I heard, and was oppreſs d with grief. 
d ** Poet,” | 


* Triſtan, or Triſtram, was one of the Knights yy the 
Round Table, in the time of Arthur, 
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cc Poet,” I ſaid, © let me with thoſe converſe, 
& (lf they perchance their ſtory will rehearſe) 
e That foremoſt pair, who now ſo ſwiftly ſail, 
“ Light as autumnal leaves before the gale''— 
He anſwer d, Soon as they approach more near, 
Invoke them by that love which till is dear, 
They gladly will obey the potent ſpell, 

«© And all their inmoſt feelings truly tell.“ 
| Then when beheld within the utmoſt reach 
Of mortal voice, I thus thoſe ſhades beſeech : 
— love-impaſſion'd fouls one moment ſpend 
6 In converſe with a ſympathizing friend.“ 
As rwo fond doves returning ſeek their neſt, 
*With firm uplifted wings, and throbbing breaſt, 
Then pleas'd alight—thus through the murky air 
They come, and leave their ſad companions there, 
Thus at my feet with ſwift impatience fall; 
So powerful was to them the thrilling call. 
«© generous mortal, whoſe warm boſom glows 
e With kind compaſſion for th unequal'd woes 
“ Of a fond pair, who ſacrific d to Love, 
« Ting'd with their mingled blood the earth above: 
«© Were we belov'd by that dread Power who reigns 
“ Ofer Heaven's pure ſeats, and Hell's tremendous 

“e plains, 


Con l' ali alzate e ſerme 


A 
Lay 


„ 


we would for thee wi prayers kill his throne, 


cc 


For thee whoſe pity has for us been ſhewn! 


A 
A 


If aught from us thou can'ſt deſire to hear, 
„We'll pour our ſorrows on thy curious ear; 
© Now the fierce whirlwind blows aſlacken'd oale, 
« Liſt then, and learn the melancholy tale—- | 

«© *Twas where the Po to ADRIA's boſom flows, 
6 And ſinks with all his ſtreams in deep repoſe; 
“ Love, that in gentle breaſts 1s ſtill ador'd, 

« Inflam'd this youth, the brother of my Lord; 
« My charms he lov'd, for I on earth was fair, 
Now chang'd by bloody death, and long deſpair. 
40 Love, that from one prefer'd exacts return, 

© Bade me for him with equal paſſion burn; | 

ce So ſtrong the tie it {till ſubſiſts below; 

« As join'd above in joy, ſo here i in woe. 

“Love brought us both to one untimely death , 

« My hated huſband ſtopt our mutual breath: 

_ «© Still in my thought the dire remembrance ſprings, 


3 


« And Joins with conſcious guilt its anguiſh'd ſtings ; 
Hell's deepeſt pit, where rules accurfed Cain, 
«© Await the wretch who hath his brother ſlain!” 
The mournful words that from her lips depart 
I felt like feſtering arrows in my heart, 
9 5 And 
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And hung my drooping head in ſilent thought; 
The Poet rous'd me, and from ſilence brought. 
ce What ſoft deſires, what tender joys,” I faid, 
Have theſe ſad victims to deſtruction led! 
« Thy words, FRANCESCA, of ſevere diſtreſs, 
ce My troubled mind with anſwering pangs oppreſs; | 
«© But ſay how firſt on each bewilder'd ſoul, 
ec How unawares this hapleſs paſſion ſtole?” 
Then ſhe to me No greater grief I know 
« Than to recall paſt joys in times of woe 5 
ce # That can thy leader tell yet thou ſhalt hear, 
© Tho drops with every word a bitter tear: 
« One + day we read how LaxcELor's throbbing 
heart 

ce Felt the ſoft torments of Love's J piercing dart. 

cc Alone, 


* Perhaps alluding to this paſſage of Virgil,” Infardum 
Regina jubes renovare dolorem,” which ſeems to be the 
opinion of Velluxllo, but ſome other commentators think it 


rather refers to Boethius, who was much ſtudied by Dante ” 


in the tiine of his baniſhment, and ſays in his treatiſe, De 
Conſol. Philos. In omni adverſitate fortunæ infeliciſſimum 


genus infortuni eſt fuiſſe ſelicem.““ 


+ This ſtory of Lancelot and Ginevra is among the old 
romances of the knights o of the round table, which were much 
read and eſteemed i in the time of Dante. Galeotto was the 
convenient friend of Lancelot and wee b35 who Th 7750 ed 
their mutual paſfion. 52 
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« Alone we were, in innocence ſecure, 


S 


LA 


For till that moment all our thou ohts were pure: 
But then too oft as our up-lifted eyes 
Each other met, the conſcious bluſhes riſe; 

« Until at length the fatal criſis came, | 

© When as we read how firſt the kiſs of flame, 
© On fair GIN EVRA“ꝰs ſmiling mouth impreſt, 

© Rais'd love's wild tumults in her yielding breaſt : 
The youth beſide me ſought an equal bliſs, | 
«© With trembling lips I met his burning kiſs: 

4 Thus did that curſed book, with pois'nous art, 
&© To us perform its GALEOrro's part; 

% That day no more the luſcious page we priz'd, 
« For all it feign'd in us was realized.” 

While the dire ſtory thus her words unfold, 
Down her ſad partner's cheek ſuch torrents roll'd, 
That as the woe-fravight tale ſhe ceas'd to tell, 
O'ercome with pity, like a corpſe I fell! 


IMITA- 


IMITATION of a Spaniſh Elegiac SONNET of 


GARCILASSO DELLA VEGA. 


” O hado executivo en mis dolores.” 


O 1 Fate! that from a tree ſo fair, 

The pride, the wonder of the plains around, 
Could flowers and fruit in one fell moment tear, 
And ſtrew unpitying on the thankleſs ground. 


Here infant Loves have met an early doom, 
Reft are my hopes, and all I prized below 
No breathleſs lies within this narrow tomb, 
Deaf to my plaints, regardleſs of my woe. 


Theſe ſtreaming tears, thou dear departed ſhade, 
For thy pale corſe poſſeſs no quickening power; 
vet ſhall the mournful tribute ſtill be paid, | 

And faſt, tho” fruitleſs, fall the conſtant ſhower ! 


5 Till welcome Death, with lenient hand, reſtor e 
It's wonted peace to my enamor'd breaſt, 
Cloſe theſe ſad eyes that view thee here no more, 


8 5 thoſe unſeal that ſhall n thee bleſt! * 
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Contents page iii, I. 15, for Sacripanteo's read Sacripante i. 
Page 48, firſt line of laſt Note, for auitten read written. 
| £0, 1.8, for breath read breathe, 
53, I. 21, for proprotions read proportions. 
54, firſt Note, for et i] Capitano, read e I Capitano. 
60, I. 2, dele the word it. 
91, I. 7, for Ferrrara's read Ferrara's. 
130, 1. 1, for Yolante's read Yolanti. 
131, I. 9, for learn'd read learned. 
136, I. 15, add © 
137, I. 13, dele Comma after upon. | 
146, 1. 1, for Sax NZ ARI us read SANNAZARIUS. 
147, firſt line of ſecond Note, for ma read mi fia. 
1 50, I. 7, inſert a Comma after raiſe. 
189, 1. 6, for oaks read oals. 
191, firſt line of Motto, for que//i read gueftes 
208, 1, 4 from bottom, for reflor read refore, 


